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THE 

IRISH MONTE GRISTO'S SEARCH. 


CHAPTER I. 

MONTE CRISTO IN NEW PORK. 

"ISMr. O'Connor in?" 
The clerk a t  the Fifth Avenue Hotel glanced 

sharply a t  the person who aclilressed him, as though 
any one connectecl with the  O'Connor was a n  object 
of especial interest in his eyes. 

"He is in." 
"And expecting me?" 
'You are--" 
"Obed Grimes." 
The name was that of the most noted detective in 

all Gotham-a man who had solved many of the 
great mysteries of the metropolis, being connectecl 
in ways the public never knew, with the Manhattan 
Bank robbery, the Nathan murder case, and the 
great Stewart vault mystery. 

No wonder the hotel clerk lookecl a t  him with more 
than ordinary interest. 

He saw a quiet man, unobtrusive, and with a 
snlooth face not unlike a,n actor's. 

When speaking Mr. Grimes llucl a habit of fmten- 
ing his eyes upon some object in the clistance, and 
thus focusing his thoughts. 
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Such queer eyes they werc, too-gmy by nature, 
and yet capable of changing the expression so that 
one actually believed at times the color had altered, 
t00. 

The clerk touched a bell. 
A boy sprang to the desk. 
"Show this gentleman to Mr. OyConnorys parlors." 
A minute later the New York detective sat in the 

most magnificent suite of rooms in the hotel. 
A prince coulcl have had no finer. 
He looked arouiicl him coolly, for nothing sur-

prised this quiet man. 
"Evitlen tl y the gentleman has the hard cash," 

was the nlental opinion he formed. 
A firm footstep i11 the acl joiiling room caught his 

attention just then, the connecting door was thrown 
open, and a gentleman entered. 

One glance Mr. Grimes gave. 
It swept O'Coanor from head to foot, and compre- 

hended everything about him. 
The detective could have turned away and de- 

scribed the mon accurately from that one look. 
Redmond O'Connor was a inan of fine stature and 

commanding appearance. 
He did not appear to be over thirty-five years of 

age, and was a handsome gentleman, wearing a full 
beard, and having blue eyes that sparkled with fun 
or flashctl with the rage of a lion, a s  circumstances 
controlled his feelings. 

Mr. Grimes grunted. 
He liked thc man at first sight. 
O'Connur came up, and held out his hand. 
"Mr. Cirimes, you have been recommencled to me 

as  the keenest detective in New York." 
The old clew-finder bo wccl his head. 



7 ITBE IRLSH MONTE ClXSTO'S SEARCH. 

Perhaps the faintest sllailow of 2 smile lurked in 
the corners of his thin nloutll. He saw that O'Con- 
nor was an  Irisl~man all through. even though he 
had a military bearing about 11in1, as though he had 
served in the rnnlcs of her nlajesty's regiments. 

"Are you busy just now, sir?" 
"I have a number of cases on hand." 
"Could they be clropped or handed over?" 
Mr. Grimes rubbed his chin. 
"Some of them are of importance-that is, they 

will bring me in quite a revenue." 
"Hang the revenue, sir. Give me your time- 

every minute of it, and I will double any amount 
you might possibly have macle from such cases." 

The detective hesitated nu longer. He sat down. 
"Consider it a bargain, Mr. O'Connor. I am at 

your service. 
The other walked to the door. 
Mr. Grimes was not surprised to see him open it, 

and look out in the hall; after wliich lie turned the 
key in the lock. 

A man who would engage him a t  such an enor- 
mous price must have strange business of importance 
to be transacted. 

It was but proper that he should be cautious. 
Mr. Grimes liked the trait in his employer. 
Men with Irish blood in their veins are apt to be 

too careless, trusting every one. 
Redmond O'Connor had learned by experience 

how the world treats a confiding man, and he had 
adopted a policy not natural to him. 

He came and sat near the detective, resting his 
arm upon the table, and ussurning an easy position, 
as  though he had much to tell. 

"Mr. Grinics, in thc beginning it is unclerstood be- 
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tween us, that all you hear is a dead secret, never to 
be uttered to a living soul unless I give you positive 
permission ?" 

The other bowed his head. 
"I accept the trust under those conditions." 
"I am about to tell you much of my life history, 

and it iiwolves persons and things that I do not care 
for the world to know. 

"My lips will be sealed." 
"I am something of a reader of men myself, Mr. 

Grimes, and I can believe what you say. 
"Hence I shall proceed without delay. 
"My full name is Redrnoncl Eardie O'Connor. 
"Years ago 1: was induced to enter a regiment of 

her majesty's cavalry. 
"The service did not suit me, as  I was too much of 

a Fenian a t  heart. 
"I had a quarrel with a fellow-officer, and was dis- 

missed the service. 
"At borne in the old country my hot blood got me 

into more trouble. 
"Here a plot was formed against me, and I was 

thrown into the prison on Spike Island for conspiracy 
against the government. 

"Though innocent I knew my enemies were 
powerful, and that I would be sacrificed unless I 
managed to make my escape. 

"Day by day I dug my way through the wall, con- 
cealing the work. 

"At last I broke through, to find myself in a cell 
with an old white-haired man, who looked not un- 
like a maniac. 

"He had lain there for years, and had given up all 
hope of escape. 

"My comiilg put new fire in his veins. 



"We became f riencls. 
"Night after night I joined him, and together we 

would labor for freecloni, hitling the work ere we 
parted a t  the dawn of another clay. 

"We confided our life stories one to another. 
"His had been a most remarkable life of adven-

ture. 
"Among all the strange things that had happened 

to him one stirred my blood. 
"This was about a n  aclventure he had had in Peru, 

among the mountains, where he had seen the fabled 
treasure of the old Inca's in a cave, heaps upon heaps 
of golden ingots, stored there more tliun three hun- 
dred years, and watcher1 by the members of a cer-
tain family devoted to the work. 

"Believing that he spoke the truth I hod him draw 
rude maps of the country-how he had escapecl from 
it, and giving every detail. 

"It might be a fabrication of his mind, but I re-
membered the Count of Monte Cristo, and it was the 
wild dream of my life to possess unlimited riches. 

"At last our time came. 
"One night while the storm howled without, and 

the guards cowered on their posts, we broke through 
the wall of the prison. 

"The water of the harbor was fully forty feet be- 
low and inky darkness around. 

"When the lightning flashed we could see the 
British men-0'-war a t  anchor. and the villas along 
the shore, while the lights of Queenstown were 
glimmering in the distance. 

"Already had we providcd for this emergency. 
"A rude rope had bcen made, and we began the 

perilous descent. 
"I went first, and waited for my old friend. 
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"To be brief, we were discovered, and had to leap 
into the sen, being unable to get a boat, as had been 
our original intention. 

"Guns were fired a t  us, for the war vessels illu- 
minated the water a t  the first alarm with their 
lights, while boats put out after us. 

"The old man was struck by a ball. 
"I saw he was dead before I left him, and as  the 

boats clustered around I had all I could do to save 
my own neck. 

"Through strategy I secured a hold behind one of 
the boats unseen by the occupants, and finally 
reached the shore, al.most dead. 

"Here I secreted myself in a barn. 
"Heaven was kind to me. 
"One who proved an old friend found me there, 

and with Tom Gratton's aid I disguised myself. 
"Thus I was enabled to see my old father and the 

girl I loved once more before Tom and myself sailed 
for this blessed country. 

"A narrow escape I llatl of it in sailing, for my 
enemies got wind of something, and sent officers to 
the vessel. 

"But Tom had made friends with the crew, and I .. 
was nailed up in an  empty water cask when the 
officers searched the ship. 

"Landing in this country my mind was full of the 
great plan for securing the untolcl wealth of the old 
Incas in Peru. 

a 1011s. "For a year 1 macle prepar t' 
"Finally, scraping together every dollar I could, 

with Tom I went to Panama, and from that point 
made our way to Peru. 

"Now and then I had fears. 
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"Perhaps the old convict's mind had been impaired 
by his life in the military prison. 

"He might have only t1iacamed these things. 
"It was with considerable interest, therefore, that 

I found myself in the country which he had cle- 
scribed to me. 

"The rude maps I hail kept tlwough all my troubles. 
"What was my delight wlien I found these to be 

as  accurate as was possible. 
"Thus one thing was proved. 
"The old man had undoubtedly been in this region 

or else he coulcl not have madc the maps. 
"Had he seen the great treasure? 
"I remembered the story of Pizarro, the Spanish 

conqueror of Peru, who tortured the Inca to death, 
trying to make him reveal the secret cavern where 
he had hidden his golden niillions. 

"There was a bare possibility of its truth. 
"Step by step faithful Tom and myself worked 

along the trail mapped out by the old convict. 
"We met with difficulties. 
"Besides we hacl to work in secret, for we hacl dis- 

covered that danger and clcath lurked in those dark 
mountains that overhung the lovely river. 

"Nen were sceu a t  times-dark-faced mcn, who 
evidently bore native blood in their veins, and yet 
were men of the world besides. 

"Their actions were mysterious-they were al-
ways heavily armed-when one went into the moun- 
tains another came out. 

"This agreed with the old man's s to~y.  
"He had declared that tllc tlrscenclants of the old 

Incas still guarrled that sacred, tretwure, so that the 
world should never see it. 

"I need not explain how wc went to work, but 
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when two Irishmen make up their minds to accom-
plish some object, things in their way must be swept 
aside. 

"We found the cavern, and unseen came upon 
the heaped up treasure of the Incas. 

"There it was in untold millions-ingots piled as 
high as my head, and every one of them worth s 
king's ransom. " 

Here the Irish gentleman arose, and brought out a 
clecanter with glasses. 

"Are you interested, Mr. Grimes?" 
"Most decidedly so. It  is Monte Cristo over again. 

P can hardly wait for you to finish. I trust there is 
more to tell." 

"Our adventnres were far from over, as you will 
presently see for yourself. Refresh yourself, sir, 
and then I will go on to tell you why I have desper- 
ate need of your sewices just now." 

A minute later O'Connor ceased walking up and 
down the handsome parlor, and threw hirnself into 
the easy-chair he had Before occupied. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

THE BONANZA KING'S STARTLING STORY. 

Mr. Grimes was a man used to controlling nis 
emotions, ancl yet under the circumstances even lie 
might have been excused for showing an interest 
here. 

Surely a man never sat and listened to a more as- 
tonishing story than the one being told by the Irish 
Monte Cristo. The Arabian Nights-Baron Mun-
chausen-all those strange romances o~.iginnting in 
the minds of fertile writers, were outdone. 

Mr. Grimes inwardly burned with impatience to 
hear the balance of O'Connor's wondcrful adven- 
tures, though outwardly he was cool enough. 

Redmoncl offered him a fine cigar, took one him-
self, and striking a match lit the weed. 

"To resume : 
"Having found the wonderful treasure of old 

Atahuallpa, the Inca of Peru, hidden about 15:?3, 
from the sharp-eyed Pizarro, who had already se- 
cured nearly twenty million clollars from the prince, 
our nest duty was to make it our own, ancl this was 
a job requiring not a little maneuvering on our part. 

"We finally discovered a means of leaving the cav- 
ern on the side toward the river. 

"The guard 11ad his station a t  the mouth of the 
cavern, and it was only by strategy that we had heen 

% enabled to pass him by. 
"They were strict enough, but no enemy having 

been in the mountains for many years, naturally 
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they liacl become careless and did their duties in a 
mechanical way. 

"We found a small crevice which we enlarged, 
and made a pathway clown to the river. 

"This we concealed, and left the neighborhood, 
proceeding to the city of Lima. 

"Here we bought a boat which had been left for 
sale by a party of tourists disgusted with traveling 
around the world. 

"It was a small steam-yacht, in good order, 
which could proceed under sail if necessary. 

"Everything about her we painted black, and as 
we had carried away a couple of golden ingots we 
were able to have things ship-shape. 

"Finally we steamed away. 
"Under cover of night we moved along, ancl in 

the day remained secreted. 
"I11 this way we entered among the wild moun-

tains where the treasure cave lay. 
"Everything depended on secrecy, am1 we were 

careful not to betray our presence, as  the strange 
treasure guards would a t  once have taken the alarm. 

"At last our point was gained. 
"We reached the spot we had marked, where the 

secret path terininatecl. 
"Here the black little craft was secreted, so that 

the keenest of eyes could not see her. 
"We always went heavily armed, for we knew 

that if cliscovcred a signal woulcl bring all of the 
strange guartls of the treasure to the spot, and they 
woulcl count clanger and death as nothing in the en- 
deavor to make way with us. 

"Now we set about gaining a comprehensivc idea 
as to their methods. 
"Finally we learned that i t  was customary on the 



night of the new moon for the seven guards to meet 
in the treasure chamber and indulge in a sort of 
orgy, renewing their vows. 

"We waited for this to pass off, believing we would 
then have a whole month before us. 

"As soon as matters had settled down to their old 
way, we began to work. 

"It was slow. but we had to be so careful lest dis- 
covery should come. 

"It took us five nights to remove the great pile of 
gold to our little yacht. 

"There were millions upon millions in it, and we 
worked with a zeal beyond comparison. 

"Thus far we had had no trouble. 
"The guard was changed every night, but not one 

of the defenders of the treasure had bothered him- 
self to enter the cavern. 

"On the last night we did not have over a dozen 
bars to carry off. 

"When the young moon vanished in the ragged 
gulch between the heavy old mountain peaks to 
the west, we would be ready to slip past and float 
down the wonderful river toward the ocean. 

"I do not know whether we had become careless 
and made some sound, or it was something else that 
attracted the guard. 

"Faithful Tom had just gone with a bar of the 
dull yellow metal, sac1 1 was about to follow, when 
suddenly a figure flashed into the chamber. 

"It was the guarcl. 
"I could see him plainly, and note the terrible 

frenzy that seized upou him when he saw that the 
great pile of golclen ingots lying there these three 
centuries and a half had vanished, almost as the 
cold, gray mist, of the morning. 
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"The treasure cave was lighted by a strange lamp, 
fed with oil from a large reservoir, and which could 
burn many weeks. 

"Thus it was always half light ill there. 
"The guard leaped a t  my throat with the fury of 

a panther. 
"My Irish blood was up. 
"I met him half way, and striking his arm with 

my fist sent the knife he held flying across to the 
other side of the cavern. 

"It was a lucky stroke, for I have reason to be- 
lieve the knives of the guards were invariably tipped 
with poison. 

"We closed then. 
"The fellow was remarkably strong, and he fought 

like a madman. 
"I did not want to kill him, for it went against 

my grain, but he must be secured. 
"Even then we would only have a start of some 

sixteen hours, ere the country would be aflame with 
the news of our sacrilegious act. 

"When Tom came back I was kneeling on the 
senseless guarcl, who had not been my equal in the 
rough and tumble encounter. 

"We bound ancl gagged the wretch. 
"Tom was for clrowim~g him, but I would not lis- 

ten to such a proposition. 
"So we left him on the spot where the gold had 

been so long. 
"Once on our little yacht we set out. 
"The guarcl being gone, there was less danger of 

cliscovery, and as time was of value to us we deter- 
mined to push on more rapidly. 

"Let me hasten. 
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"We were pursueti, but finally startecl up the coast 
with our treasure load. 

"A small vesspl 1)o1~:tlowu on us, and we could see 
the clark faces of our enemies nn l~onrd. 

"We had a calmon on the stearn-yacht. 
'This brave Tom Gratton served, and with the 

third shot brought tlown the single mast of the pur-
suing craft, wllich we left wallowing helplessly in 
the rising wincl and sea. 

"Through all these perils I had come out victori- 
ous, and a t  San Francisco I stored my gold cargo in 
many banks, exchanging much of it for money, 
after which we startecl East. 

"No one had heard of our wonclcrful exploit, and 
we kept it a secret. 

"More than once I wonrlered what; hacl become of 
"tho seven sworn guardians of the treasure. 

"I could never forget the sight I hail of then1 on 
board their demoi.ulizetl craft, and something within 
me told my soul that I had not met them for the last 
time. 

"They would try to follow me all over the world 
for the purpose of revenge. 

"Mr. Grimes, I am possessecl of untold millions- 
money to me is like water. 

"I can buy allnost any man who lives, such is my 
astonishing wealth, but I am not easy. 

"My dreams have come true. 
"I have been tracked. 
"One of those clark-faced guards of the Inca's 

treasulaeis in New York a t  this very hour, and you 
can guess what he seeks. 

"I am no cowarcl-I have met men in fair duel 
with sword ancl pistol-have clnrerl clangers that 
woulcl appall most men, but soinehow the thought of 
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that clarlr-slrinnecl thng creeping after me, sworn to 
drive llis poisoncd knife into my heart, sends a shud- 
der tllrongh me. 

"That is why I have sent for you. 
"I need the assistance of a keen brain to help me 

outwit the intended assassin. 
"If any man can do it you are the one. 
"Spare no espensc. but see to it that this man who 

creeps after me day and night is put where he can 
clo no harm. " 

Mr. Grimes was staring out of the window. 
A far away look seemecl on his face. 
Perhaps some figure over on the square had at-

tracted and claimed his attention. 
"You don't want me to kill him?" 
"Heaven forbicl! He is only doing his duty, and 

in a way I have already wrongecl him and his 
enough, but what good was that treasure doing the 
world, shut up over three centuries?" 

"None." 
"You would have clone as I did, Mr. Grimes?" 
" I shoulcl have liked the chance, that's all." 
"Very good. Under the circumstances I leave it 

all in your hands. Scare him off, and if that proves 
impossible we must adopt other means. 

"Of course I always go armed, and if the fellow 
suddenly attacks me I shall have to shoot him in 
self-defense, though I should hate to be compelled to 
do this." 

"This is my cluty, then?" 
"Part of it." 
"Ah! you have something else to impart?" 
"I have." 
"Doesn't concern this strange adventure?" 
"In a measure. it cloes." 



The Irish Monte Cristo hat1 become nervous. 
Arising from his seat lie went to the door, and 

opening it looked around. 
When he came back the restlcss look was gone 

from his face. 
"Zouncls! I've kearcl of the wear and tear of riches 

before, but it's the first chance I've had to realize 
the truth of it." 

"You'll grow accustomecl to it." 
"Perhaps so. " 
"Now about this other duty." 
c < It concerns-a woman." 
Mr. Grimes clicl not start, but he shut one eye as  

though he had expected such an snnouncement. 
In  his checkered experience 11e had founcl that a, 

woman and gold are a t  tlie bottom of every trouble 
that human flesh is heir to. 

Not that the woinan was always to blame-some- 
times this was so, and agaiu not, but he lookecl for a 
woman in every case he workecl. 

"Ah ! yes, a woman." 
"You remember I gave s hint about having a 

sweetheart in the old country whom I bade good- 
by to when I shook off the dust of Ireland some two 
years ago?" 

"Yes." 
"One of the first things I clid after arriving in New 

York was to cable my old father, telling him 1 had 
struck it big-that I would send him a pile very 
shortly that would keep h im in clovel- all the rcst of 
his clays, living on the squire's farm-sncl asking 
my Katy to come out to me and be married. 

"I received in reply tlie i l cw  that Katy Sullivan, 
my beautiful sweetheart, Ilacl sailed on the steamer 
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City of Rome, and must be in New York a week by 
this time. 

"Then I began the hunt. 
" I found she had gone to a certain house, where 

a lady hail met her, and then she had vanished ut-
terly from the world. 

"You must find her for me. I fear that some k r -  
rible evil has happened to her. There is a deep mp-
tery in her clisa.ppenrance. I give you the address 
where she went first." 

'LMr. O'Connor," in a low tone. 
''Yes. " 
"You are accustomed to surprises?" 
"I ought to be, sir." 
"Then listen. There is a man hicling behind the 

door leacling into your dressing-room-he has just 
entered by an open wiuclow in the I-oom beyonil." 

"It must be the thug froin Peru," calmly said 
O'Connor. 
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CHAPTER 111. 

MR. GRIMES OPENS UPON THE TRAIL. 

O'Connor showed no sign of nervousness a t  the 
situation, though he knew full well the clanger i t  in-
volved. 

"What shall we do about it?" he asked. 
"We might secure him, but I think it would be 

better to see what he's after." 
"By asking him?" 
"Bless your heart, 110. We'll pretend to go out. 

Then I'll slip into that corner behind the sofa-he 
can't see it from his position. You go ou down the 
hall talking as though I were there." 

"When shall 1return?" 
"Oh! in half a n  hour, unlcss you hear from me 

before. " 
"Very good. Wait until I get my hat, sir, and I'll 

be ready to go with you," aloud. 
The programme was carried out. 

At the door Mr. Grimes s~zclclenly and almost mys- 
teriously sank out of sight, n~nliing not the slightest 
sound to indicate the fact, while O'Connor kept on 
talking, baugerl the door, lockecl it, a i d  went down 
the broad hall. 

It was no small piece of business which the veteran 
Mr. Grimes had now talcen upon himself to carry 
out. 

He was loclced in a room with ,z man whose life 
seemed to be devoted to revenge. 
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This desperate individual was armed with a lcnife, 
the tip of which was touched with poison. 

Even a scratch from this awful blade was enough 
to bring about death. 

Mr. Grimes, howwer, was there to watch, and 
he did not mean to bring about a collision unless it 
could llot possibly be prevented. 

Several minutes passed. 
As yet there was 110 sign from the man who was 

hidden behind tllu door. 
After a little time he came out, and began to 

search around the rooms. 
Evidently he was looking for something. 
His eagerness proclaimed that. 
Mr. Grimes believed this dark-faced man to be the 

spy spoken of by the Irish Monte Cristo, but he could 
not make out what the man's actions signified a t  all. 

Did he expect that the other kept the ingots of 
gold piled up under his bed? 

Perhaps he looked for a strong box, which he 
could carry off, thus securing the great fortune of 
the Irish Monte Cristo a t  a blow? 

Whatever his object he contii~ued his search with 
detern~ined eagerness. 

I t  was only a, question when he must run across 
the hiding-place of the detective. 

A delay of even a few minutes gave him an oppor-
tunity to think the matter over. 

Hence he had decided on his plan when the dark 
face peered into his hitling-place a t  the end. 

Mr. Grimes dr1iberatel.v stood up. 
The 1)rowler uttered a short, slmrp cry, more like 

a note of a,larm from a hound tlmn a human being. 
With incredible swiftness he flew into the adjoin- 

ing apartment whence he hail come. 
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Mr. Grimes, drawing a, revolver a s  he did so, 
sprang through the door-way also. 

The man was not to be seen. 
A window stood open. 
Undoubtedly the strange man hncl made use of 

this in taking his flight. 
When the old detective put his head out he saw 

the dark-skinned athlete pulling himself in through 
an  adjoining window that looked out upon the court. 

As nothing more could be learnecl from this source 
Mr. Grimes wrote a few lines, and left the paper 
where the eye of O'Connor must fall upon it as soon 
as he entered. 

Then he left the hotel. 
It was a strange story he had heard. 
But for the ocular evidence he had in the shape of 

a fat fee, already in his pocket, he would have been 
half inclined to have looked upon the whole matter 
as  a dream. 

He took out the paper O'Connor had handed over. 
I t  contained an  address. 
I n  half an hour Mr. Grimes was passing the house, 

noticing it without appearing to do so. 
It seemed quiet and respectable enough. 
He went up the steps. 
At his ring a girl. came to the door. 
"I wish to see Mrs. Daggett." 
"What name?" 
"Tell her a gentleman on important business." 
"Please to enter, sir." 
Mr. Grimes found himself left in the clingy parlor 

of what he believed, from the odor of cabbage that 
haunted the atmosphere, to be a third class boarding- 
house. 
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He amused himself looking about a t  the chromatic 
works of art. 

The photograph of a man caught his eye. 
He puckered up his lips assif to whistle, but no 

such sound emanated from between them. 
''Craven Dagget, as I live. 
"This must be tlie young mother. Come, 

that's a point." 
His profession was such that he was ready to seize 

upon tlicse points whenever they presented them- 
selves. 

The rustle of skirts warnecl him, and when the 
Iancllady cnterecl he was seated with his hat in his 
haacl, seemingly an awkward man. 

He arose and fumblecl his hnl. 
"Well, sir, what do you wish?" 
The woman was a sharper. 
Her face seeinecl to resemble a hawk's head, the 

nose having a peculiar crook. 
Mr. Grimes knew he woulcl have trouble wit11 her, 

but he was acc.ustomet1 to handling all sorts and 
conditions of people, both with ant1 without gloves. 

If there was a deep mystery connected with the 
disappeamnce of Kaky Sullivan, as the Irish Monte 
Cristo seemecl to believe, and this woman could give 
him points in the game, he meant she should. 

"You are Nrs. Dtxggett, marm?" 
"That is my name. " 
"I'm looking for my sister, and was told she had 

come here, so 1came to see her." 
"Your sister, man! What was her name?" 
"Katp Sullivan, marm. " 
The womczn looked uneasy. 
This fact did not escape tlie watchful eyes of the 
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detective, who r e d  the human face as  readily as a 
scholar might s book. 

"She isn't here." 
"She was hel*e, though." 
"But she went away." 
"With a lady?" 
"Y-yes. " 

"I want that lady's address." 
"I can't give it to you. I keep a sort of employ-

ment agency. Katy came in, met the lady, I was 
paid, and that's all I know of the matter." 

Mr. Grimes now changed his tt~ctics. 
He lost his blundering look, aud catching her eye 

held her spell-boun.cl by his wonclerful power. 
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"That isn't all you know of the matter, madam." 
b'Indeed---" 
"I am here after facts, and I am bound to have 

them. You might as well make up your mind to con- 
fess the whole truth, and throw yourself oil the clem- 
ency of the court." 

The woman had been nervous from the first. 
She hail grown alarmeii. 
This feeling was cl~nnging to one of terror. 
Who was this strange man? 
Why had he come here? 
Suspicions flooded lier mind, and she put her hand 

up to her head in a dazed way, as  she conceived 
more than one awful thought. 

Mr. Grimes was in no hurry. 
He knew the value of time in some cases, but here 

it was best that his intended victim should have a 
chance to think. 

Finally she loolcecl up. One glance, and the astute 
detective knew that she was nearly conquered. 

"Who are you?" 
"My name is Grimes. " 

The woman uttered a low cry of horror, while a 
pallor as of cleat11 spread over her face. 

Had the man in front of her cleclared hiinself to be 
the Evil One she could hardly have exhibited more 
signs of distress. 

"The detective?" 
"Exactly." 
"Why do you come here?" 
"I told you before-a little information. Unless 

you give it to me straight it will go liarcl with one 
you love-Craven Dnggett. " 

She uttered a low cry. 
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At the same time she tarried her head, and cast a 
swift glance around. 

Mr. Grimes noted it with a smile. 
It told him something. 
Craven Daggett, the yo~mg criminal, was even 

then in the house. 
His wretched mother was trying to shield him 

from the consequences of his folly. 
This was the lever. 
With it he could pry up what he desired. 
"I will tell you all. " 
"Yon are a wise woman. I sllould have learned 

it in another qua~~ te r  anyway." 
"Will you promise to hold me. guiltless?" 
"I promise nothing until I' have heard. If the 

consequences are not serious it will be all right." 
The woman raised her head. 
"This party Katy went with keeps a, road house 

just out of the city-I can give you the address; per- 
haps you know her husbancl, Donald Bruce. " 

"The sporting man-yes. His house is a point for 
all the avenue driving." 

"His wife has the girl. She said she wanted such 
a girl, and seemed to Bnow ICaty would be here on 
the arrival of the steamer." 

"GO on." 
Even against her will the woman was compelled 

to testify. 
"I was looking out of that winclow when she came 

to meet the girl, and 1 saw her in company with a 
handsome man, who walked on down the street. 

"That man I knew, as I I1ad seen him with my 
boy-his name is Felix Doyle." 

Mr. Grimes saw light. 
In  telling his story the Irish Monte Ckisto had 



28 THE LLUSII MONTE CTLISTO'S SE:IBCI-I. 

\I mentioned this man as his rich rival for the affec- 
tSim of the fair Raty. 

Baffled in every way. yonng Doyle had come to 
America, ant1 in New York had hatched up some 
scllenie to make Iiaty his own. 

Perhaps lie had written to her, signing her lover's 
name, urging her to come across, and that she would 
he inet a t  such a house by a lady who woultl employ 
her as a companion until. h e  could get back from a 
little business trip on which he was to make his 
fortune. 

How easily it could all be done. 
Such, traps are laid in Gothani every day, and 

some illnocent falls in to them. 
The great world goes on-the little swirl of one 

life is not noticed on the flowing tide. 
Mr. Grimes had run this thing over in his mind 

with incredible swiftness. 
He had his points. 
The game was plainly in view. 
Once more he would try to see if the landlady 

lmew anything else. 
Then. fully equipped for. the business on hand, he 

would be ready to start forth. 
Felix Doyle little clreamed that his former poor 

rival was in NCWYork, rolling in millions, with all 
the tremendous power that wealth brings. 

He migllt have hesitated in his villainous schemes 
had he known this. 

A few nlore questions the detective put'. 
Then he s a w  that the womnn redly knew nothing 

beyoad what she hail told 11i1n. 
He took his leave. 
She showetl some signs of emotion wlien assured 

that he had no intention of buuting her rascally 
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son, for though Craven Daggett had disgmced her, 
and wrung her heart with pain many n time, he was 
her boy still, and the motller7s love within her was 
really the only redeeming quality of a liarsh nature. 

Mr. Grimes left the house. 
He was much wiser tlmn when he entered. 
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CHAPTER IV. 
THE THUG F l t O M  PERU. 

After leaving the third class boarding-house and 
employment agency on Third avenue, the detective 
stopped on a corner to think. 

Should he return to the Fifth Avenue Hotel and see 
Monte Cristo O'Connur, or go straight out to the 
road house on the avenue? 

He rlecidecl on the latter course. 
O'Connor was not euperieacvct in these things, and 

he might make a break that would hurt their cause. 
Having made up his mincl with regard to this mat- 

ter he set about reaching the place. 
Leaving the elevated road a t  a certain station he 

went to a livery stable he knew. 
Here he secured a horse and buggy. 
For fear lest there might be some one about who 

might recognize him he disguised his appearance to 
a certain extent. 

Half an  hour later he reached the road house. 
There was much driving past here. 
Particularly was this so on Sundays. 
Scores were in the habit of making this the half- 

way ~ ~ O U S C ,whcre refreshments for man and beast 
could be obtained. 

It escitetl no comment, therefore, when the detec- 
tive spranq from his vehicle, and left the horse fas- 
tened a t  the rail while he saunterecl inside the tap- 
room. 

A number of nwn were there. 
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Some of them looked like jockeys, while others 
had the appearance of prize-fighters. 

Some eminent slugger was in training near by. 
and his presence drew uum1,el.s of the short-hnirecl 
fraternity to this quarter. 

Mr. Grimes lounged about. 
He picked up a little information, but it was more 

with the eyes than aaything else. 
A rather clashing looking woman, in whom he 

recognized the wife of Dondcl Bruce, passed through 
the room several times. 

He thought she seemed to be looking for some one. 
His attention was at length attrac*tetl toward a 

new arrival, who threw the reins of his team to the 
attendant and sprang out. 

This party looked pretty much Xlre a swell young 
New Yorker, but there was that in his face to mark 
him of Irish blood. 

Mr. Grimes recognized him when he saw the man 
of the house step forward and slialte hands, saying: 

"Glad to see you, Doyle, my boy." 
So this was Felix Doyle, O'Connor's rival. 
The detective saw that as a man he could not be 

compared with the Irish Monte Cristo. 
He made up for his lack of manly qualities by low 

cunning and a readiness to descend to any depth in 
order to accomplish his object. 

Mr. Grimes was glad he had come. 
It seemed as though fate favored him. 
Felix Doyle walked over to where the lancllord's 

wife was standing, impatiently awni ting him. 
"You are late, Mr. Doyle." 
"A little. How is my love?" 
"Not so obstreperous. I fancy in a short timc-" 
That was all he heard. 
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The two passed through a cloor, and seemed to 
enter the main body of the house. 

Mr. Grimes tleter~ninetl to follow. 
TVatching his c11:~nce he slipped through without 

any one noticing his act. 
In two minutes he was spying upon those who had 

gone before. 
They had entered a room me11 furnished. 
This had an occupant-a young girl marvelously 

beautiful, so that even old Mr. Grimes caught his 
breath as he gazed upon her loveliness. 

So this was Katy Sullivan, the girl whom Monte 
Cristo called his own. 

No wonder Doyle was ready to go to much troul~le 
to possess her. 

Such beauty of face and figure coulcl barclly be 
founcl in all New York. 

The woman was caressing her and petting her in 
a peculiar manner, speaking soothingly. 

Mr. Grimes was reminded of a cat playing with a 
mouse. 

The girl seemed half stupefied. 
She looked a t  each of them in turn with a, rather 

ineaningless stare. 
Her brain was being undermined with drugs. 
The cletective fancied she shrank a little from 

Doyle, as though her old aversion f o r  hiin yclt livetl. 
Doyle appeared a little uneasy under her gaze, and 

kept quiet. 
Soon he signified his clesire to leave the room, and 

the woman followed after him. 
Mr. Grimes was wise enough to Ire Iiidcle~i 1)ehind 

some coats hanging in the dim 11311 about this time, 
and hence was not cliscoverecl, 



When the conspirators were gone he tried the 
door. 

Of course it was loclred. 
Orclinarily no door coul(1 remain so when it was 

his desire that it should open. 
I11 the present instailce, however, he fouilcl to his 

dismay tliat he hrttl left his skeleton keys in another 
suit of clothes. 

This was vexatious. 
He clicl not know that it had ever occurred before, 

but it gave hill1 trouble uow. 
Mr. Grimes began a n  investig a t'1011. 

This enclecl in his discovery that he could open a 
small tray that led into thc room. 

I t  was not over eight inches square, and had per- 
haps once been used in the 1unel game when the old 
road house was in clifferent hands. 

A gleam of light coming through a crack lmcl at- 
tracted his attention to tliat quarter, and this re- 
sulted in his inlportant discovery. 

Looking into the room he found the young girl 
seated a t  the table. 

Her hand heltl her head. 
Everything in the attitude bespoke despair. 
"Katy-Iiaty Sullj van !" 
She started and loolted up. 
"Surely some one spoke my name," she murmured. 
"Yes, look this way."
"Ah !" 
"I am your friend, Katy. Come closer to me. 

want to talk with you." 
The girl seemed to have no fear. 
She advanced instantly, her largo gray eyes fast- 

ened upon him inq:~iriiigly. 
"You lanow you arc a lwisoncr here?" 
"Yes." 

I 



"They are dr~zgging you to stcnl away your senses, 
so that you will no longor hate lWis Doyle." 

She shudtlerecl. 
"I feared as  much. Sonwtliing seems queer in my 

head. I have to think 1)efore 1can remember." 
'"ZL7ou have not forgotten Rctlmvnrl O'Connor?" 
"Heaven forl)icl!" 
"He is in this city-l hnvc seen him within the 

hour-he is rich and 1)owerful." 
"Then he will s a w  rncJ." 
Her confidence was sublime. 
"Yes, we will s a w  you. I slid1 go to him now, 

and these wretches will tnslc: defeat before many 
hours go by. " 

"Tell him I came over. to meet him." 
"I believetl so. Try to keep your strength and 

courage, my clear girl. All will be well." 
"I will try, believing I shall soon see my dear Red- 

mond. It is a happy girl I am to lrnow he has 
grown successful. You sny he is rich?" 

"Beyond all dreams. Kc could buy your native 
town, bank and all, without trying. He rolls in mil-
lions-a second Monte Cristo." 

Her eyes spn,rkleci. 
"I am glad, for Reclmoncl's sake. He always said 

lie meant to be a rich man." 
"Is there no way in which you can leave the room? 

I would carry you off now." 
"I know of no exit save the cloor." 
"Then we must wait." 
He bade her be of good clieer, and took his leare. 
Passing through the hall he went into the side 

yard, and from tllence gained the ta,p-room. 
Everj%hing seen~ecl well 1101-o. 



He thought the w c m ~ ~ nlooliet1 a t  him rather 
sharply, but this might l l i ~ ~ e  Ium imagination. 

Soon Mr. Grin~es was driving ci tywarcl. 
The vehicle was si~ft~ly 11011scd. 
He sought the elevate11 l.uad, and made for Fifth 

avenue in hot hastc. 
When he senchetl thcrc it was evening. 
Who shoultl he meet but O'Con~lor just about pass- 

ing into the dining-room. 
"Just the 1no.n alwve all otliers I want to see. 

Come and have dinner with me. We'll liavc a chance 
for a little chat." 

Mr. Grimes rctired to the toilet-room to nlalie him-
self presentable. 

I11 a short time the fric3ntls sat at taljle. 
The detectivr's shrewd eyc bad made a t1iscove1-y. 
He knew O'Connor hat1 something to tell him. 
The Irish Monte Cristo llatl sreu or lloard some- 

thing that interested him since their last mceting. 
It  was found that therc was no opportunity for 

mutual confidences during cliniier. 
Some one was always near. 
They finished the meal, aacl sauntered out, lit 

cigars, and walked up Eroadway. 
Electric lights 11x1 taken the place of daylight, 

ancl people were moving in all directions. 
Mr. Grimes opened the ball. 
"You have something to  tell me, Mr. O'Connor." 
".Why do you think so?" 
"Oh, 1 reat1 it in your manner. When you are 

done I have some news for you." 
"You have found Katy?" 
"Yes, ant1 tallied with her." 
"She is well?" 
"I believe so. " 
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"Then nly fear of a terrible plot againsi the poor 
girl was groun clless. '' 

"Not so. Thcrc. is such a plot, but it is only in the 
process of workinq out now." 

"Then I'll be bound that villain Felix Doyle--" 
"ls a t  the bottom of it." 
"You know it?" 
"I have seen him. Now, Reclmoncl, since yon have 

succeerled in clrawing me out this far I inigllt as  
well take the start, and tell what I Itnow." 

He did so. 
His mailner was terse and to the point. 
O'Connor knew all i11 a very short time. 
His blood W3S up. 
"We will not let the grass grow uncler our feet 

until we have rescnecl my ICaty. This very night it 
shall be. I'll teach the hound a lesson that will 
hang about him all his life. " 

Those who had k11own O'Connor in his past would 
realize that he was equal to any spirit of aclvcnture, 
and thc inclomitable will that had wrested the 
treasure of the Inca's from its guarded chnm1)er 
would not brook the feeble resistance of one puny 
schemer. 

Re knew Katy was in danger, and his loving and 
cllival~.ous heart beat with eagerness to fly to her 
rescue without delay. 

Mr. Grimes coulcl not be stirred up into anything 
like enthusiasm. 

He was cold-bloocled and cliplomatic by nature. 
Scl.ioolec1 in conceding his real feelings he seldom 

betrayed eagerness. 
Still, he got thew gcnerlzlly with t l i ~first. 
Now. that he ]lad told his side of the story, he was 
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curious to lcnow what had happened to the Irish 
Monte Cristo since their parting. 

"You have ]lad an adventure, O'Connor?" 
"True, I had forgotten that in the interest I took 

in what you were telling me. " 
"Suppose you narrate it. " 
"Not a great deal to tell. I returned a t  the time 

appointed, and found your note on the table. 
+'Can't understand what that Peruvian thug was 

searching for. 
"Perhaps he's waiting until the rest of 'em reach 

town, when they mean to waylay me, and nlake use 
of the poisoned knives. 

"I went out again. 
"As I hadn't seen my friend Tom Gratton for a 

little while I callecl a t  the hotel he put up at. 
"Tom is a happy-go-lucky Irishman, and I have 

feared that this sucltlen stroke of fortune might be 
the poor fellow's ruin. 

"As I entered the hotel I made my way up stairs 
without asking after Tom, knowing his room. 

"In the hall-way I brushed against a man hasten- 
ing down, and was startled a t  the thought that he re- 
sembled one of the thugs. 

"Knocking a t  Tom's door I received no answer. 
"I went down stairs, and waited some time, while 

I asked the clerk if Mr. Gratton was in. 
" 'I presume so-his key is gone,' was the reply. 
"I began to be worried. 
"The recollection of that dark man in the passage 

coming from Tom's room gave me a very unpleasant 
sensation. 

"I hurried up, and knocked again. 
"There was no answer, and yet I was ready tc: 

swear I heard a movement within. 
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" 'Tom--Tom Qratton. olwn the door. It's I who 
call-O'Connor,' I saitl. 

"The dool. oyeilecl, and I saw Toni just finishing 
dressing, the Ivom half (lurk. 

c L I imagincrl he had been asleep. and laughed at 
the fellow for  tui-ning clay into nigllt. 

"He opelied a window, and pointed to a cut in the  
breast of his coat. 

" 'Another suit ruined, O'Connor. Faith, I'll be 
the making of these New York tailors,' he laughed. 

" 'What did i t? '  I asked, looking a t  the cut cu-
riously. 
" 'Sure, what but the bloody knife of that  Peru- 

vian thug what's followed us to New York,' he re- 
plied, calmly. " 
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CHAPTER V. 

O'CONNOR MAKES A MOVE. 

Mr. Grimes could not help being interested in 
what he hearcl. 

The mysterious doings of this resolute thug from 
the Andes of Peru amazed him. 

He had no iden these men were accustomed to the 
ways of civilization, and yet a man who had lived 
in a city all his clays coulcl not have gotten around 
bettor than he clicl. 

Evidently the gnnrds of the treasure had travelecl 
all over the worltl, one by om. 

The Irish Monte Cristo continued : 
"I was both astonished and horrified when I hearcl 

what Tom had to say. 
" 'Do you know that knife was poisoned?' I aslretl. 
" 'Faith, and it makes no cliflcrence,' Tom replied, 

'since the knife never scratchetl me a t  all.' 
" 'How was that?' 
" 'Because I wasn't in mc clothcs when the blow 

was given,' he wplied. 
"I saw that he had a story to tell, and that he had 

matched Irish cunning against the wiles of the dark- 
skinned assassin. 

"Tom soon told me his story, which I will give as 
briefly as I can. 

"It seems that he became aware of the presence 
of a man in the nest room, ancl who had tried the 
door between. 

"Suspecting the truth Tom had made up a dummy 
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out of his clothes, laid it on the becl, darkened the 
room, and then retired to n closet. 

"Here he set up a loud snoring, finally giving a 
grunt, and then keeping quiet. 

"His suspicions were confirmed. 
"The connecting door gently opened, and a figure 

glided into the room. 
"Straight up to the bed went the assassin-there 

was a blow, a cry of rage, and before Tom could 
stop him the fellow had fled. 

"Not before my friencl had made sure that it was 
one of those fearful men who seem 1.esolvec1 to 
avenge the loss of their treasure by our death. 

"He heard me ltnock immediately after, but im- 
agined this might be a trick of the enemy, so he did 
not answer until I called him later." 

"Mr. Gratton hacl a narrow escape." 
"Yes, indeecl. If I coulcl get Katy now, and make 

her my wife I woulcl be tempted to sail on a steamer 
for some foreign clime." 

"To throw those men off your trail?" 
"Yes." 
The old detective shook his head. 
"Impossible. " 
"Why do you say that?" 
"Because they are natural born sleuth-hounds. I 

defy you to shake them." 
"Then what is to be clone? The Irish blood in me 

refuses to sit clown and let them do as  they please. 
Tell me what you think." 

"You rnust do one of two things." 
"Yes. " 
"Either circumvent these men by putting thein in 

confinement, which your unlimited wealth will 
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easily do, giving them a whole mad-house with a 
dozen servants. " 

"Or what:'" 
"Finding out just what they seek, and making 

terms wi tlz them. " 
"Could the latter be done?" 
"I do not know. If the opportunity occurs I will 

find out all I can." 
"Well, now about IKaty." 
"I presume you are burlling with impatience to fly 

to her rescue. " 
"1a m  a lover, Mr. Grimes. " 
''Right, 07Connor. Don't think I blame you. 

The girl is worth the winning." 
"When can we act?" 
"As soon as you please." 
"Then I will get Gratton at once. Meet me at the 

hotel in-bless my soul, if here isn't the man himself. 
A111 Tom." 

Gratton was a rosy-cheeked yo~uig Irishman, with 
curly hair and a bold eye. 

He had a touch of the brogue, but was a s  fine a 
specimen of a young fellow us one would care to 
meet, quick in his movements, clean-limbed as a 
racer, and with a terrible muscle that could fell a 
man a t  a blow. 

Gratton shook hands with Mr. Grimes. 
He heard the story in short meter, am1 a t  once an- 

nounced his readiness to accompany them on the ex- 
pedition of rescue. 

They pursuecl the same plan that Mr. Grimes had, 
in order to reach the road house, taking the elevated 
railroad as far as  practicable. 

This time a two-horse vehicle was hired, as  there 
were three in the party. 
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A driver was selected by the detective after a little 
talk with the stable boss. 

It  was about nine in the night when they were 
bowling merrily along in the direction of the road 
house kept by Donald Bruce. 

The night was dark. 
It added to their chances of success. 
"Gentlemen, I trust you are a1.mec1," said Mr. 

Grimes, quietly. 
"We never go otherwise, since our lives are in 

constant danger from that source." 
"It is well. Sometimes a desperate crowd makes 

its headquarters a t  this place-the scum of the race- 
track and prize-ring. I belicve they have a secret 
pit near by where they fight game cocks and bull 
terriers. At any rate, I. am glad all of us are ready 
for busiiiess. " 

When near the roacl house they drew up and left 
the vehicle. 

The driver had his orders. 
If he heard firing down the roacl he was to drive to 

meet them. 
They advanced upon the road house secretly. 
Lights abounclecl in every quarter. 
Vehicles came and went. 
A dozen men were in the tap-room a t  all times, 

and it was evident the house did a lively business at 
such hours. 

"We must be cautious, and Peel our way." 
Mingling with those passing in and out they were 

enabled to look into the tap-room. 
Suddenly Mr. G-rimes felt O'Connor start. 
He knew what; the Irish Monte Cristo had seen: 
"is that your nlcl enemy?" 
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"The man talking to the latly-yes, that's Felix 
Doyle, the villain. See. the same smile is on his evil 
face as when he swore irir into prison with a lie. 
Eclmoncl Dantes came back with the wealth of a 
Crasus to avenge his wrongs, ancl I will clo the 
same. Look a t  him, Tom, tlw vipcr." 

"I'd give ten thousand dollarh to get my hands on 
the throat of him. Sure, it woultln't be worth much 
his life'cl be when I was clone with him." 

Considering the muscular power of the young Irish 
Hercules, the detective believed there was a good 
deal of truth in his words. 

If Felix Doyle lcnerv what was good for him he 
would fight shy of these two mcn. 

"Remain here, O'Co~inor. I will go and get Katy." 
"Goocl luck to you, sir. If you want any help just 

fire your revolver twice, and we'll be at  your side in 
the twinkling of a n  eye." 

Tom's manner said that he liopecl such a n  occasion 
would arise, for he was spoiling for a fight. 

The two inen had been left in the yard. 
Horses and vehicles were near by. 
Men moved in and out, so that no attention was 

paid to their presence. 
O'Connor tried to discover his hated enemy again, 

but Doyle seemed to have clisnppcnred, though they 
had not noticed him ride away. 

This fact made them uneasy. 
"Perhaps the villain has gone back to where they 

keep my darling," ventured O'Connor. 
"I wouldn't be surp~-iscd a bit." 
"Bad luck to it, why didn't we go with Grimes. 

Thc old man'll have all the fun hinlsell, lrnoclting 
Doyle out. Jt's a bu~miiig sin." 

"Sure, what's t u  1iinclt.r us?" 
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"Tom, you're a, jewel. Come on." 
They coulcl not be held back any longer. 
Even a t  the risk of raising a riot they were bound 

to make a n  endeavor to reach the room where the 
young girl was confined. 

Mr. Grimes had described the route to his em-
ployer, and, besides, they had seen which door he 
glided through when he left them. 

A wink was as good as a nod in this case. 
O'Connor wanted action, and the words of his 

friend were like a, burning match applied to tinder. 
The blaze sprung up instantly. 
They advanced toward the sick door, just as the 

old detective had done. 
Watching their opportnnity, when cul-ious eyes 

were not upon them, they glided into the house. 
This part of the building was the private property 

of the lancllord, and separated from the road house, 
His guests did not intrucle here. 
O'Connor walked in front. 
He found himself in absolute cla,rkness, so that it 

woulcl have been hard to have clistinguishecl a hand 
directly in front of his nose. 

Now the directions given by MY.Grimes came into 
good service. 

Remembering that he was to turn to the right 
when the passage he was following reachecl another, 
Monte Cristo O'Connor made a flank movement in 
that direction, and continued his advance. 

As yet he 11x1 come across no one, and discovered 
signs of nothing animate ahead. 

Gratton struck his toe upon a projecting board, 
and stumbled, almost falling. 

"Sure that's the duse of a trap, he muttered, his 
neck almost dislocated by the jar. 



A hancl fell on the arm of the leader. 
"O'Connor," said a low voice. 
"That's mc." 
"What are you doing llerr?" 
"Come to find you, sir. We missed Doyle, and 

thought the villain niight have gone to where he 
had my Katy locked up. I was bound you shouldn't 
have all the fun of laying him out, so I clctcrmilied 
to be in a t  the death." 

"Very good, sir, but I'm afraid we'll have to post- 
pone the ceremony a while." 

"Why?" 
"Sornetl~ing has occurrecl. " 
"To Katy?" 
"Let me tell you. I went direct to the room where 

she had been confined, only a few hours previous, 
during my former visit. 

"There was a light within. 
"I openecl the door with my skeleton bey, and 

stepped insicle. 
"The room was empty-Raty was gone." 
O'Connor made a sound-it was like a groan. 
"They have taken her away-you may have been 

watched, sir. Curses on that scounclrel, I--" 
"O'Connor, wait. I am not yet clone." 
"You have more to tell ?" 
"Yes, something strange, that will add interest to 

this mystery. Step aside into this room, and listen 
to what I have cliscoverecl." 



CHAPTER VI. 

THE SECRET PANEL I N  TIIE WALL. 

The Irish Monte Cristo and his companioii followed 
the old detective eagerly. 

They Bnew he had founcl out something that bore 
upon the game, and which now gave them so much 
uneasiness, because they had found the prison empty 
and the bird flown. 

Mr. Grimes hacl clrawn them through a door-way, 
and into a room. 

Presumably it was unoccul~iecl. 
The intense darkness prevented their making sure 

on this point, but then even the keenest of detec-
tives sonletinms have to take certain things for 
granted that cannot bc readily provetl. 

After all, it was just as well thcy got in out of the 
passage when they did. 

Some one was coming. 
They heard him brush past. 
"A man," whispered MI.. Grimes, when the party 

muttered over stuinbling in the clarl;. 
He was going in the direction of the prison room. 
"Listen now. I t  will not take me more than a 

minute or two to tell you a11 I know. 
"I found my way to the room. 
"There was a light within, for I could see it under 

the door. 
"Hearing no sounrls I ventured to take an obser-

vation tlll.oug11 the littlc! opening. 
"I coultl see notlling of the girl. 
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"This gave me some alarm. 
"I deternhecl to enter. 
"When I tried the door I found it was unlocked, 

and in a monlent I was in the room. 
"Katy was gone. 
"It did not take nle long to see this, but I was 

looking for signs that would tell me how. 
"Had she been carried a,way, sliyl~etloff herself, or 

gone of her own free will with some one. 
"I quickly came to the conclusion that she had 

fled of her own accord." 
O'Connor gave a low ejaculation. 
This was a reve1:~tiun to him. 
He had not ilreametl such u thing coulcl be. 
"Perhaps Katy had the cllnuco to go, and dared 

not let it slip by. 
"My promise to return would llolcl good even if 

her designs were frustrated. 
"She left a few articlcs on the table arranged in 

such a way that I read this from them. 
"Now, the question arose, supposing sho was suc- 

cessful in her flight, where would she be apt to go? 
"I was puzzled by the new phase of the question, 

and regretted the step she had taken; but I was 
glad to see she was a girl of resolution, and not in- 
capable of helping herself. 

"Just then I hewcl a little sound. 
"Turning my head I could swear I hacl a glimpse 

of a human face in a cavity of the wall. 
"Before J coultl make sure there was a snap, and 

the wall seemed whole as ljefore. 
"I rushetl over to it. 
"My esaminatiou was fruitless. only in that it con-

vinced me there co~iltl I)r s11c.11n thing as a, secret 
panel there, 
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"This house is an old one, perhaps nearly a ceii- 
tury ago since its building. 

"It has been used for all sorts of purposes, and 
there are queer things abo~tt it. 

"Now, I am ready to swear 1saw a, wilcl face in 
the wall, which quickly vanished. 

"I believe there is n secret passage there, leading 
somewhere, and that Katy never passed through 
tlle door-way at all in escaping Prom the room. 

"The door was afterward unlocked from the out- 
side in order to deceive the enemy into the belief 
that she had escaped that way. 

"Now all this shows the work of a c~mning mincl, 
and I could venture to say it has I)eun clone by no 
ordinary creatnre. 

"I11 whose keeping Katy now is I could only ven- 
ture to guess. 

"The face I saw in the wall, a i d  of which I only 
had a fleeting glimpse, appeaxecl to be that of an old 
woman, with straggling gray hair. 

"There was a wilcl look a b o ~ ~ t  her face. 
"If I am any juclge, and was allowed a guess, I 

should say she was crazy." 
The Irish Monte Cristo moved uneasily. 
"Instead of growiilg better, then, it has really be- 

come worse. My darling is in the power of a inad 
wornail, and we know not where. " 

"That is true, but I clon't believe she is in any im- 
mediate clanger, and we are here determined to find 
her." 

"Hark !" 
Sounds were lleard. 
Some one was inoving along the clarli passage. 
This time the man seemed to he in a hurry, for he 
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banged into obstacles, swore, ancl rushed along 
again. 

Py!sently he hacl passecl them by, ancl could be 
heard booming along the passage. 

Our friends had made two discoveries in that short 
space of tme.  

"He's just discovered the fact that the girl is no 
longer in her cage," said Mr. Grimes. 

"It was that cleep-dyed villain," hissed O'Connor. 
"Felix Doyle ?" 
'(Yes." 
"Are you sure?" 
"I woulcl swear to his voice." 
"Then one thing is proven-he has had nothing 

to do with Katy's flight." 
"It don't look like it." 
"He's so macl now he can't keep from cr&king his 

head against the walls. " 
"But he may get into trouble. He has gone to 

arouse the rest." 
"Yes, and there they come." 
"Sure enough. Our retreat is cut off by means of 

the passage. " 
"They have lights with them." 
"Close the door. quietly." 
This was clone. 
The old detcative turned a Bey he found, and for 

the present they were safe from discovery. 
How long it would last no one could say. 
When the clefentecl conspi~~nto~~s found the girl 

gone in truth they might take a notion to search the 
house. 

Thus they woulcl discover the locked door, and 
suspicion would be at  once aroused. 

There was a rush of footsteps past the door. 
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Mr. Grimes waitetl so many seconds. Then he 
opened the door, anrl thrust o~rt  his hcacl. 

I t  was his hope to find the passage clear in the di-
rection they wisl~cl  to go. 

Shoulcl this prove to be the case the three men 
could slip out the side yard. 

As fortune would have it, however, he found a f:~t 
negress standing down the passage, holding a candle 
in her hand. 

Probal>ly she stood there without any particular 
motive i11 view, but it effectually cut off their 
means of escape in that direction. 

Mr. Grimes closed the tloor again. 
He had heard a mccllcp of sounds from the late 

prison room. 
The hoarse voice of Donaltl Bruce was joined with 

the high tones of his amiable wife. 
Undoubtedly the worthy couple were greatly sur- 

prised a t  the strange disappearance of the girl, or a t  
least seemed to be so. 

"We must get out of here somehow." 
Mr. Grimes turned the key as he spoke. 
Being a man of clecicled action he never wasted 

time wlien it could be avoicled. 
Groping his way through the room he came to the 

back wall. 
According to his calculation there ought to be a 

window of some sort here. 
And there was. 
He discovered it finally, and had it open almost 

like a flash. 
Beyond was clarlmess. 
I3.e did not know what lay there. 
That this window did not opm into the pnrd was 

eviclcnt, for he c,ot~l(l110tsue S ~ ; L I ~ S;hove, 



"Tom Gratton. " 
"Here," said a, voice at his side. 
"Pincl out where this leads. " 
"Surely. " 
Mr. Urimes hat1 reason for not attempting this 

thing himself. 
Besides, Gratton was a more aqile man. 
The rollicking Irishman was over the window-sill 

almost in a flash. 
"It's all right-co~ne on. " 
"You folhw, O'Counor. " 
While the Irish Monte Cristo was carrying out his 

instructions Mr. Griincs again nlacle his way over to 
the door. 

This he unlocked. 
He was th~zs shutting off suspicion. 
A locked door might be the means of drawing at- 

tention to their line of flighl. 
He followecl the others. 
The comnlotion in the house had increased. 
It had now turned into a search. 
They could hear nlen swearing, while the woman 

chattered like a magpie. 
This had nothing to do with their present position, 

and threw no light on their mcans of escape. 
The detective fountl that a11 addition had been 

made to the house, inclosing the window, so that 
they were not outside at  all. 

Here they crouchcd, waiting for the commotion to 
subsicle. 

Possibly they might have escaped had they cle- 
voted their energirs to tho subject, for few doors 
could witllstancl the aclvancc of Mr. Cirimes, when 
he was in trim for business. 

None of them were anxious to go. 



Ptmonal fear of clangar (lid not enter their culcu- 
Iatic.111~.I t  seen~erl evident that the young girl was 
still in the house. As they hail conie there to 
rescue her it was not a part of the progrannne to 
flee. Several times they had come near discovery. 
There was an inclination on the part of some one to 
investigate the strange place where they were hill-
ing. I t  never got so far as  actual work. After a 
time the escitemeut ceased. Had the conspiratc>~-s 
made up their rninds that the girl had given them 
the slip? 

"To work, boys." 
The others were glad to hear Mr. Orimes give ut-

terance to these words. 
Their blood was warm for action. 
The old cletective meant to leave the strange room 

in the same manner they had entered it. 
Hence, in a short time, they were again i11 the 

hall-way. 
A light still burned in the room lately occupied by 

the prisoner. 
When they left the baffled conspirators had. neg-

lected to take it with them. 
This suited our friencls. 
They needed just such a light. 
All seeinecl quiet roiulclabout them, ancl there was 

a chance that they might work without being in- 
terrupted. 

Mr. Grimes assumed command. 
It was but right. 
The success or failure of the whole expedition 

rested upon his sl~oulders. 
"Gratton !" 
"On deck, sir." 

c "Stand by the door yonder, If you hear any one 
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aclvancing give us warning by a shrill 'hist,' Then 
we'll know what to do." 

"Very good, sir." 
"Immecliately we will hide-you, Grutton, drop 

behinil that lounge-0'Connor will make use of yon- 
der curtain. while I mean to pop into this closet, 
stancling conveiiiently near. Understand?" 

The others replied that they clid, perfectly. 
"Then to your post, Gratton." 
The fact that these men were millionaires many 

times over made no difference to Mr. Grimes. 
Just then they were three men engaged in a 

certain enterprise, and on account of his esperience 
ancl superior knowleclge he had been placed as a 
leader. 
,They were his comrades. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

FELIX DOYLE EXPERIENCES A SENSATION. 

Accompanied by O'Connor, the old detective now 
set about carrying out the plan which he had in 
view. 

This was nothing more nor less than discovering 
the secret panel. 

He knew his eyes had not deceived him. 
They were not accustomed to playing him any such 

foolish pranks. 
Everything that he had described had occurred 

exactly as he had mentioned. 
The only possible esplsnatioii was a secret panel 

in the wall of the room. 
This was not astonishing. 
He had already found a small panel in the room, 

made use of years before in a game where green- 
horns were fleeced. 

Perhaps this secret passage had something to do 
with the same business. 

Again, it might have been an  instjtution of old 
colonial times-leading to a hiding-place where the 
owner of the house was wont to secrete Washing- 
ton's spies a t  the time New York was in the hands of 
the British. 

Mr. Grimes did not bother his head about such 
small things. 

Results interested him most. 
He seldom fouilcl time to dip into causes unless 

they bore directly upon his caw. 
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"Here I stood at  the time. Hearing that sound I 
turned my head. The opening was directly there, I 
am quite positive. " 

He wallred over and laid his hand on the well at 
a certain spot. 

Eagerly O'Connor followecl him, and ran his eyes 
along the wall. 

If he hoped to see the broad cracks that would 
betray the presence of an  opening he was clisap-
pointed, for they were not there. 

This part of the house, being the old side that had 
descended from Revolutionary days, was built of 
slabs of stone. 

In those times they built for the future. 
To-day most of our houses are flimsy frames, ele- 

gant to look at, but good only for a couple of cle- 
cades or so, when they must fall away. 

Mr. Grimes in his long life as a detective had seen 
many queer old houses. 

New York is full of them, and he had also spent 
some time in foreign cities. 

Nothing surprised him. 
He took things as they came, just as a matter of 

fact, and built results thereon. 
Passing his hands over the wall he hunted for a. 

secret spring. 
I t  seemed to him that it might be possible to find 

such a thing. 
If it was there he did not appear to discover it on 

the first round. 
Nothing discouraged he set to walk again. 
O'Connor watched with interest. 
He saw the detective start, and bend his head 

close tg  the slab, as though lie had made a disoov-
cry, 



56 THE IRISH MONTE CRISTO'S SEARCH. 

Tibe heart of Monte Cristo thrilled with hope. At 
this critical juncture there came a sudden shrill 
sound like the note of the locust. 

It was the signal. 
Some one was coming. 
Not a second was to be lost. 
O'Connor sped to the curtain and pulled its amp1.e 

folds about his form. His Irish friend crawled be- 
hind the sofa, where he lay like a log. 

As for Mr. Grimes, he rlisappenrecl like a lost spirit 
in  the gloonl of the closet, the door of which was left 
ajar behincl him. 

Almost in a flash, as it were, the room had been 
cleared of its occupants. 

So much for arranging a plan. 
There had been no confusion, not even a souncl to 

cause alarm. Every man knew what he was to do, 
and proceeded to carry out the programme. 

Footsteps sounclecl. 
They came from the hall. 
One man advancecl. 
As he entered the room he seemed to stand there 

for a minute looking around. 
"Curses on the luck, was ever a man more beset 

than I am. Here everything was lovely, and I 
thought my game secure, when through some fool 
play the girl escapes." 

He ground his teeth with rage, and struck the 
door a resounding whack with his fist. Undoubtedly 
he was furious. 

The hiding men had no difficulty in locating his 
identity, for his voice and words betrayed him. 

It was Felix Doyle. 
Again he muttered to himself: 
"I found the door unlocked, but I've an  idea this 
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is some shrewd game of Bruce ancl his wife. She'd 
be up to anything. I suspect they've hidden the girl 
away, expecting me to oEer a big price to get hold 
of her again. 

"Where could they put her? Pshaw, I've always 
suspected that this old house was crammed full of 
mysterious stair-ways and holes. It  has the repnta- 
tion of it. And while they are busy in the other 
house I've made up my mind to slip back here and 
investigate. 

"First of all, there's that closet-I wonder if it 
hasn't got a false back." 

He walked across the room, and threw open the 
door of the corner closet. 

A head came out of the curtain, also one above the 
back of the lounge. 

Two fists were shaken at his back. 
O'Coiznor was mad because fortune played him 

such a miserable trick again. 
Here was the old detective about to have a chance 

a t  Doyle. 
Why could not the affair be so arranged that he 

might have had this opportunity? 
I t  did not seem fair. 
The closet looked so dark ancl forbidding that 

Doyle hesitated a moment before entering. 
I t  was not because he had any premonition of the 

danger lurking there. 
Finally he began to move in. 
He saw nothing. 
As he advanced he groped along with his hands, 

seeking to find any obstacles thus. 
He succeeded. 
Mr. Grimes was crouching close to the floor. The 

advancing man was plainly seen, as his whole figwe 
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stood out in silhouette against the light baok-
ground of the room beyon~l. 

Under the circumstnnces the detective had a splen- 
did chance to take hold. 

When he did so it was upon the man's throat that 
his hantls closed. 

Had lightning descencled upon him the fellow 
could not have been more surprised. 

A partial paralysis secmetl to set in when his 
larynx was so sucldenly conq~ressecl. 

His knees gave way. 
Although in throwing up his hands he seized 

upon the detective's arms, he clicl not seem to have 
sufficient strength to even attempt to tear away 
from their hold. 

O'Connor, hearing the sound of a slight struggle, 
left his place of concealment, ancl darted over to the 
closet, anxious to have a hand in. 

He was too late. 
Mr Grimes had mnst~red liis man. 
Doyle lay under him in a state of partial stupefac- 

tion, incapable of resistance. 
The detective seemed prepared for every emer-

gency. 
He now whipped out a couple of pieces of cord. 
The fellow's arms were quiclcly fastened, and the 

other thong put about his ankles. 
Then he was also destrously gagged. 
All this had been done in an  astonishingly short 

space of time. 
No alarm had been given. 
O'Connor glowcrccl over the body of his foe. 
He would have liked to kick tho wretch, but was 

too l~onorable a man to do that. 
"I would like him to come to his mind, so I might 
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let him know whom he has to blame for this," said 
the Irish Monte Cristo. 

"Nonsense. Far  better to let him remain in ignor- 
ance. 

"It may serve US well." 
O'Connor himself could see there was much truth 

in wlmt the detective said. 
The mystery might help to cover the retreat. 
"To work once more. I believe I have found the 

secret of the panel. " 
The three left the closet, almost closing the door, 

and leaving the bound inan on the floor. 
Felix Doyle was not so much of an insensible man 

as  he seemed. 
There was a good deal of the fox and 'possum in 

the nature of the arch-plotter. 
He lcnew he was helpless in the powerful grasp of 

his unseen enemy, and hence in order to save his 
life, as  he believed, he pretended to be worse off than 
he really was. 

Lying thus upon the floor of the closet he heard 
what passed. 

Imagine his horror. 
A chill ran through his frame as he recognized 

the voice of his hated and feared rival. 
How came 07Connor in New Pork? 
The last information Doyle had been able to glean 

about him had been to the effect that he had started 
for Mexico on some fool's errand. 

To think that he should appear just when the 
wicked plans of the schemer were in progress. 

It seemed like fate. 
Doyle's flesh was cold with mingled apprehensions 

until the three men had left him. 
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He had not heard the third party speak, but Icnew 
who was O'Connor's inseparable companion. 

Once outside the closet Mr. Grimes beckoned Grat- 
ton to the door. 

He was to resume his position of sentry in order 
to warn them of clrmger 

Already had his position borne good fruit. 
They might have been discovered by Doyle on his 

approach only for Tom. 
Mr. Grimes lost no time in seeking the spot where 

he had been stnncling a t  the time the alarm came. 
O'Connor watched eagerly. 
He saw the detective take out a little instrument 

and run it along a minute crevice. 
The result was as gratifying as it was surprising. 
A great block of stone seemed to almost noiselessly 

roll aside. 
An opening was left through which a human body 

could readily pass. 
The secret of the old road house stood revealed. 
Mr. Grimes crawled illto the orifice. 
Beyond all was darl- ~ness .  
Before going farther he proceeded to light his little 

mask-lantern, believing it would come in useful 
during the investigation. 

What were the others to do? 
Could they follow him? 
There was far less danger of discovery in such a 

move. ancl it would keep tllem together. 
Quicldy he decided this matter. 
Tom and the Irish Monte Cristo were urged to 

climb into the opening, stowing themselves tempo- 
rarily away in a corner. 

The nest job was to close the slab. 
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This was easily accomplished, for it seemed to be 
well balancecl. 

With a click it went fast. 
They were i11 utter clnrla~ess. 
A musty odor greeted their olfactories. as though 

the passage lecl to some vault where the light of the 
sun never penetratecl. 

As yet they did not have the remotest idea wllere 
the passage clid leacl. 

I t  might ascencl or clescenrl. 
Mr. Grimes did not intend to remain in this slate 

of ignorance long. 
He had the means of tllrowing light upon the sub- 

ject, and meant to do so a t  once. 
Raising the mask from his little lantern, he al- 

lowed a glow of light to flash beyond. 
They saw a pair of narrow, steep stairs, leading 

upward. 
Then the passage would not lead them down to 

some musty dungeon where perhaps the bones of 
some prisoner moldered. 

So they went on. 
Hark ! what was that? 
A sildclen sound had reached the ears of the detec- 

tive in tlic leacl. 
I-le knew there was elanger in the air, and was 

keenly on tho alert. 
This sound was not an  esclamution, hut a,s if some 

one had crossed the floor, or was retreating up the 
stairs ahead. 

Mr. Grimes deliberately turned his light in that 
direction. 

What did he see? 
Nothinq. 
The stairs seemed to be empty. 



Re was about to start on once again, when for a 
second time his ears were halutcd by the same sort of 
sound. 

Surely some one liacl steppetl. 
Again he lool;ecl. 
As before, notlling rewarclecl him. 
This was vory iuystei-ious. 
In an  old building such as the one they were ex-

ploring a superstitious nlincl coulcl iuiagine all man- 
ner of spirits as prowling aroiud. 

Mr. Grimes was not constitutccl that way. 
He believed there was a tangiblc cause for every 

effect under the sun. 
Hence, all that coul(l bc saicl of him now was that 

he felt surprised. 
The l igl~t  from the littlo lantern revetzleii the stairs, 

even to the c111st that lay upon them. 
A sudden itlea st~.ucli. Mr.. Grimes. 
He took a step forward, ancl bending down looked 

eagerly on the step. 
"Ah ! that explains it." 
"What have you iliscoverecl?" 
"Rats. " 
"The duse you say." 
"This old building is full of immense fellows. 

They jump born this ledge and land upon the stairs. 
That is what makes the thntl. Then the pittter of 
their feet follow. It is like a miniature bowling 
alley, the Jrop of the ball ancl its continued roll." 

"Lacking only the scattering of the pins." 
"Yes, if you will." 
"See, there goes oue of the varmints now. He's 

quite a little nlonst~r.  " 
A rat watlcllecl rntul~er than ran across the passage 

diagonally, vanishing in a hole, 
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9( <  1ve seen larger ones tlinn that years ago. I 
came near being eaten in the sewers of this city. 
But no more at present-come on. " 

WANDERING I N  THE TABBRINTFL. 

Strung out in a line, the three nlrn crept along the 
narrow passage up the htuirs. 

It was full of dust, that had accumulated in the 
ages gone by. 

Reaching a point half way up the stccp stairs, Mr. 
Grimes took in his bearings. 

Then he shut off the light for fear lest it should 
betray him. 

Stealthily he cliin1)ed the curious stairs, so very 
steep that it was alnwst liltc a 1:idilcr. 

The others follower1 at his hwls. 
O'Connor was csciterl by the thought that in all 

probability lie would soon behold his love, and clasp 
her in his arms. 

Then wo~~lcl she be safe from all the world. 
Tom brought up the rear. 
This singular adventure ticlded him immensely. 
There was something so novel in it all. 
Reaching the top of the stairs, Mr. Orilnes re-

mainecl motionless. 
He was listening 
There secmecl to be so much c la t te~  macle in the 

other part of the house that he gained little satisfac- 
tion in the act. 

It appeared as though he mighl again make use of 
his lantern witlldut clisc.ove~y. 

So he again drew the slide. 



Glancing ahead he saw that the passage made a 
bend not eight feet away. 

Doubtless it followed the contour of some room. 
Beyond this coi-ner Mr. Grimcs saw what ap-

peared to be a rutle door. 
No sooner did his eyes rest on this tllan he shut off' 

the light with the mask. 
The esperi~nent was a success. 
He was now able to see a crack beneath the door, 

through which light came. 
Some apartn~eut lay beyoncl. 
I t  was occupie~l. 
The detective uttered a warning word to llis com- 

panions, and the11 crept forward. 
Reaching the door his nest object was to find EL 

mealis of seeing 1)eyonil. 
The cracks were valueless for such a purpose. 
As a last resort Mr. Grimes groped around for a 

latch of some sort. 
His hand struck it. 
Another moment a i d  he was gazing into the 

strange apartment beyond. 
I t  appeared to be a low, scluatty attic. 
All the ventilation canie from some slits in the 

walls, under the eaves, where cloubtless the swal- 
lows had built their nests for years. 

Some straw formed a cot. 
There was litble else in the place except the two 

human occupants. 
Mr. Grimes looked a t  them with kinclling eyes. 
January and Jime ! 
Both were women-the one old, grizzled, gacu~t--a 

toothless hag;  the other young, plump, ancl a picture 
pleasing to the eye. 

This was I h t y  Sullivan. 
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O'Connor had pushed up beside the detective. 
As his eyes fell upon the beautiful girl he gave a 

sudden start. 
Mr. Grimes knew one thing. 
All the caution in the world would not be able to 

hold the Irish lover back. 
A virtue must be made of the neccssity. 
Prompt to act, he pulled the door open, and glided 

cat-like into the den. 
I t  was his intention to creep up behincl the crazy 

hag, and secure her, as an alarm might give them 
unlimited trouble. 

As the woman's back chanced to be turned t o w a d  
them, there was more than a fair show of the plan 
succeeding. 

Tom Gratton spoiled it. 
Even O'Connor restrained his impatience for a 

minute, realizing what importance there was in the 
move Mr. Grimes was making. 

Gratton, it will be remembered, brought up the 
rear of the little procession. 

He knew something was going on, but for the life 
of him could not guess its nature. 

In  order to be in at the cleat11 he increased his 
speed, and as a consequence ran straight against the 
open door. 

This setted the matter. 
The hag whirled arouncl, and saw the intruclcrs in 

her den. 
She uttered a cry. 
Mr. Grimes shudtlerecl at the prospect of a close 

encounter with those ugly nails. 
There was no hcllp for it, however, ancl the sooner 

he closed with her the 1)ettcr. 
So he Ieapcd. 





Tom Gratton came in, loolting forlorn because 
there was no female for 11im to embrace, a t  which 
Mr. Grimes signified that he would be willing to let 
the Irish atIventurer try his hand, in the quarter 
where his sltill was b e h g  squandered. 

By this time the old hag had become reconciled to 
the situation? especially since she saw how the young 
girl clung to the strong inan who had rushed upon 
the scene. 

When Raty recovered her self-possession she 
begged Mr. Grimes to release the old woman. 

"She is my friend-an innocent old creature, cleter- 
mined to save me from my foes. She ma,cle me enter 
the secret passage, which I did unwillinglyy for I 
believed you wunltl come to my rescue. But her 
motives were good-release her please." 

Mr. Grimes hastened to do so. 
He made a sweeping bow. 
"Your pardon, oh1 lady, for handling you so 

roughly, but I didn't h o w  whether you were friend 
or foe. Shake hands and make up." 

The weazened up old crone could not resist such 
Chesterfield politeness. 

She put her withered hand in his, and cronBecl: 
"They would have hurt the pretty bird. 
"Old Ann could not sit by and see it. She was 

pretty herself once, you kn.ow. So I saved her." 
"This is a snug den. Does any one else know about 

it besides you?" 
"Not a living soul. There is an entrance from the 

cellar. I sleep here. and roam out for something 
to eat at nightfall. 1: sllall die here. When I was 
a girl my father hid a inan in this loft, and the offi- 
cers of the law (lid not find him. I have never for-
gotten about it. " 
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Old Ann was quite a character. 
She seemed to be partially demented, but her sym- 

pathies were on the right side. 
Had it  been otherwise she would have proved 

a hard subject to hanclle. 
Of course Mr. Grimes' main thought now was to 

get out of here unseen. 
There was an ugly element about the road inn 

that might give them trouble if once it was stirred 
up to a pitch of excitement. 

Victory had crowned their labor. 
The lover had won. 
Proudly the Irish Monte Cristo stood there with 

his arm about his sweetheart. 
I t  would be the happiest hour of his life when he 

stood before the world and claiinecl her as his own. 
One thought only marred the happiness of the 

hour with him. 
The thugs from Peru. 
Would those terrible emissaries of vengeance in- 

clude Katy in their vow? 
In finding her lover, and clinging to his side, would 

she too come under the blighting shadow? 
He was uneasy at the bare thought. 
When he meant to bestow blessing and wealth 

upon his beloved he might bring terrible danger. 
From that moment new thoughts entered his head. 
He resolved to have no mercy. 
If these thugs sought his life it became a fair bat- 

tle, and they must take their chances. 
Still the brave Irishman shuddered as he contem- 

plated the many chances they had of dojug him and 
his harm. 

The most valiant man becomes unnerved when 
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i t  is some clearly beloved object that is in peril, and 
not himself. 

Mr. Grimes spolce up. 
"We must get out of this a t  once. Old lady, can 

we depend on you to take us out through your cellar 
exit?" 

Olcl Ann comprehencled. 
She nodded her head eagerly, while a flash of in-

telligence and cunning filled her eyes. 
"Follow me." 
Mr. Grimes kept close at  her heels, using his little 

lantern as a means of illumination, and restraining 
.the ancient crone when she showed signs of too great 
haste. 

Those behind could only move slowly. 
The way was narrow ancl difficult. 
I t  seemed to take thein back over the route al-

ready trodden by our friencls. 
Thus they descended the steep, ladder-like flight 

of steps which they had climbed. 
O'Connor assisted Katy. 
There was just room for two, and his strong right 

arm was placed protectingly about her. 
Katy felt a t  peace. 
She could not imagine that any danger might 

reach her longer. 
O'Connor's arm would shield her-0'Connor was 

brave and strong and rich. 
It seemed to Katy that all her troubles were of the 

past, now that he had come. 
Alas! she knew not what even the immediate fu- 

ture held, or else her spirits would not have been so 
light. 

The cloud beyond cast no warning sheclow. 
When they arrived a t  the place where our friends 
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had entered the wall, Mr. Grimes was curious to 
know what would occur. 

He fo~uldthat i t  was really possible to pass by this 
spot. 

The narrow passage, instead of coming to an end 
there, as  hc llatl I)elievecl., c.ontin.ued. 

I t  was an  esperieiice few of them, if any, had ever 
gone through with before. 

They would not soon forget it. 
Old Ann l;c!pt shuffling along. 
How she had nlanagctl to live in this secret den 

so long without discovery was a mystery. 
She was something of a mystery herself. 
So long as she sel.vt!cl his purpose Mr. Grimes could 

forget or ignore a good Inany little things that woulcl 
have macle her repulsive ordinarily. 

Soon they came to another descent. 
Like the first, it was in the shape of a steep flight 

of stairs, resembling a laclcler. 
From below came the musty odor. 
There was a clamp feeling in the air. 
The stairs tlirea,teued to give way under the weight 

of the detective, so rotten had the tinlbers 'become 
down in this clainp region. 

"Take care. Desccnd, one at a time. Pass Katy 
down to me, O'Connor. The stairs are unsafe." 

Thus he whispered, nix1 it required some little 
manipulation for all of them to get safely down. 

At length it was accomplished. 
"Where's Ann?" asked Mr. Grimes. 
" 'Sh ! She is here. " 
Her long hand I-estetl on his arm, her slrinny face 

now weming an espression of alarm looked up into 
his countenance. 

"What's wrong, old Incly?" 



71 Tin", IRISH MONTE CRISTO'S SEAECLI. 

"Hark ! don't ye l m w  'em? 
"They are in the  cellar. They seek the secret en- 

trance. Something llns bet~xyecl US. We are lost. 
That is the voice of Donnltl E1w.e swearing. He 
knows there is a passage sonlcwliere. We shall be 
dragged out like rats from our hole." 
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CHAPTER IX. 

THROUGH THE TRAP. 

The old crone was not out of her mind when she 
gave utterance to these words. 

Mr. Grimes realized that she spoke the truth. He 
could recognize the voice of the sporting road house 
keeper, and the rest was easy to believe. 

Then discovery was imminent. 
That meant new danger. 
Donald Bruce was not alone. 
The babel of voices that had come to their ears an- 

nounced plainly enough that the fellow had his usual 
following of roughs. 

These men were ready to do his bidding, and as it 
was quite evident that Bruce was in the employ of 
Felix Doyle, their object must be to regain posses- 
sion of the girl. 

They sought the entrance to the secret passage. 
Once that was found a climax must occur. 

What should the fugitives do? 
Immediate action seemed to be the only thing that 

would save them. 
Should they endeavor to reach the panel in the 

wall of Katy's former prison? 
It might bc done, but even this did not present 

clear sailing. 
Perhaps Bruce had left a guard there. 
If he had heard of the secret passage he must have 

known that it could be entered somehow from that 
room. 
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Again, the passage was so narrow and the steep 
stairs so hard to climb that they would be delayed 
beyond all reason. 

The detective was running this matter over in his 
mind when he was saved all further trouble. 

A shout arose. 
"Bruce has found the opening," called a voice. 
I11 that case the hostile forces might soon expect 

to come face to face. 
The Irish Monte Cristo scented battle. 
He gently put the young girl behind him, and then 

ranged alongside Mr. Grimes. 
A light appeared. 
Several men had entered the secret passage. 
They were pushing forward with the eagerness of 

hounds upon the trail of a wounded deer. 
"Stop !" 
Mr. Grimes pronounced the word with the sudden, 

explosive force of a pistol shot. 
Iilvoluntarily the men paused. 
The voice had come out of the gloom. 
In vain they strained their eager eyes to catch a 

glimpse of the speaker. 
Bruce forged to the head. 
"Hello, there !" 
"What do you want?" 
"Well, that's cool, I say. We want you to surren- 

der with the girl." 
"We refuse." 
"Then, hang me, we'll come and take you, or else 

lay you out cold, eh, boys?" 
"That's the ticket." 
"Wait. We had better understand matters before 

coming to blo~vs." 
"Well?" 
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"We are three in number, well armed, and desper- 
ate men. Every shot we fire will cut clown one of 
your number, and you, Dnnaltl Bruce, will be the 
first man to fall." 

"Eah ! we take om. cllances." 
"What are you doing this for? Money? Here is 

my frien.d, O'Connor. worth millions upon millions. 
FIe is the Irish Monte Cristo. He can buy Folis 
Doyle out a thousand times. 

"Now, why not change masters and enter his ser- 
vices under clouble pay." 

The bait was alluring. 
"Bruce, it's a big yarn he's giving you." 
A voice from the rear uttered these words. 
Undoubtedly Felix Doyle was on hand, and had 

been released from his confinement. 
The keeper of the road house might have taken 

the bait had he been stwe of it. 
He believed in the old aclage about a bird in the 

hand being better than two in the bush. 
Hence he pretencled incligna '1 t'1011. 
"I'm bound by honor to Mr. Doyle. You can't 

tempt me to leave him. Make up your mind we in-
tend to have the girl. Come, give her up." 

"Bruce, you ought to know I am a man of my 
word, and I swear we mean to take this y o ~ ~ n g  lady 
clear of your house to-night, no matter what the cost 
may be. " 

"Who the duse are you?" 
"Obecl Grimes." 
"The detective !" 
There were signs of momentary confusion among 

the men, gathered beyomcl. 
That well-lcnown nn.me. wn.s n sourc,e of terror to 

rnaily of the short-hniretl cwi~~munity. 



I t  was lmtecl mlcl ftwecl in circlcs of crime. 
Mr. Grimes had done mucll tuwartl ma1;ing New 

Pork an  uilhealtliy p1i~c.cfor crimin~zls. 
The detective liacl said Uondd Bruce, of all men, 

ought to know he was out: who kept his word. 
Why was this? 
They had met before. 
The sporting master of the roacl house had not al-

ways followed this occupation. 
His nature was evil. 
No doubt whenever opportunity offc~wl now he 

was not the inan to hesitate about robbing a drunken 
man, or doing something else of a like nature. 

Time was when 11c hncl not even worn the garb of 
respectability lic now ass~unecl. 

Years had since elapsed. 
The incidents of the past flashed into his mincl at  

the mention of Mr. Grimes. 
At the time Donald Bruce was a gambler, a i d  had 

even tried his hand a t  cracking a crib. 
He was engaged in a desperate venture when Obed 

Grimes hunted him down. 
Unerringly the detective had followed the clew, 

and come upon Bruce 
The latter llacl compa,nions. 
A man Mr. Grimes trusted betrayed him to the 

ruffians, and he fell into their hands. 
They were uttel-ly unscrupulous. 
I t  mattered nothing to them that he had a right to 

his life. 
Since his duty consistecl in hunting down men of 

their stamp they were bouncl to cousicler him a bitter 
foe. 

Death must be his portion. 
A brief couiwil cleciclecl tliis. 
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Obed Grimes disdained to plead for his life. 
He Fade them clefiance. 
Some of them were forced to aclrnil-ation because 

of his undaunted bravery. 
This did not make any difference in the result. 
He must die. 
It  was decided that his death ought to be one of 

torture, and the means were a t  hand. 
One of the men, something of an  inventor, had a 

terrible machine, to which the detective was 
strapped. 

His headlay  on a block. 
A huge lcnife hung above. 
This was set in motion to and fro by machinery, 

and slowly descended, an inch in five nlinutes. 
When it reached him he would be decapitated. 
I t  was the half-hour of suspense that was to be the 

keenest torture. 
All this while he must be there, watching this glit- 

tering blade come closer and closer. 
The wretches one and all took a mocking farewell 

of the apparently doomed officer. 
He pierced each one with his calm eye, and utter- 

ring the man's name, calmly declared that he meant 
to live to hunt him clown. 

They left hiin there. 
He seemed to have no chance. 
The knife kept descending lower and lower. 
He was working all the time. 
By and by he drew one hancl through the strap, 

ancl with this to aid him liberated the other. 
It was half clone. 
Still he could not escape. 
He remembered a heavy bar of iron that lay just 

to one side. 
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His hancl fell on it. 
With a tremendous effort he raised it and placed it 

so that the knife must come in contact there before 
his nalcecl neck could 5e reached. 

Soon there came a horrid scraping. 
Sharp steel struck cold iron. 
The result was quickly seen. 
The knife went to pieces. 
Having nothing further to fear from that quarter 

the cletective set to work again. 
He founcl a piece of the blade that had been meant 

to cause his death. 
With this he xnanagecl to cut the remaining straps, 

and was free. 
He had deliberately told the men he would get 

away, and hunt them clown. 
On the way out of the den he came upon one of the 

party entering. 
Perhaps the fellow feared lest the words of the cle- 

tective were true, and was returning to see that 
death came to the hated foe. 

Mr. Crimes chokeel him half to death, and then 
clraggecl him to the Tombs. 

One by one he hunted them down. 
Not a man escaped his vengeance. 
One he followed to Sail Francisco, and another to 

New Orleans, but they could not escape. 
He Bept his vow. 
Every one of them paicl. the pailalty of his crimes, 

and Bruce was among them. 
In the State prison he spent some years. 
He learnecl to hate Obed Grimes, as he also feared 

the keen detective. 
Thus, it will he seen that he hacl reason to know 
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that the man with whom he founcl himself talking 
always kept his word. 

At the same time Donalcl Bruce was not to be 
shaken from his game. 

He possessecl many of the characteristics of his 
favorite animal, the bull-dog. 

Once he got a grip he held on tenaciously. 
"You are in my house-you have entered it like a 

thief in the night to steal. 
"I shall shoot you clown as clogs if you don't surren- 

der. '' 
"Shoot away. 
"You'll fincl two can play a t  that game. I give you 

fair warning. " 
The lancllorcl was in a rage. 
He had cast discretion to the winds, 1)ccause it was 

humiliating for him to be thiw brow-beaten before 
his own followers, am1 uncler his own roof. 

Without due reflection he pulled out a pistol, and 
fired a shot into the clarkness. 

Of course he could only ninl a t  the spot from 
whence the voice seemed to emanate. 

Mr. Grimes saw the action. 
He dropped in time, the bullet doing no damage 

but hurtling past the spot. 
Mr. Grimes did not hesitate. 
He knew that in an emergency like this one must 

act with decision. 
The man had dcfierl him, and he must accept the 

consequences, however serious. 
The old detective had the advantage. 
He could see Eruce outlined against the light in 

the rear, ancl knew where to fire. 
Nu sooner llutl he pulled trigger than the fellow 

fell backward into the arms of his friends. 
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Immecliatc-ly there was great confusion. 
The inen scritml~lail out of the opening, alarmed 

for their pei.sonal safety. 
Of course t h y  would not give up tlle game. 
The shooting of their leach- would arouse all the 

evil passiolls in their natures. 
Mr. Grimes was now ready for a flank movement. 
"We must reti-eat, friends," he whisperecl. 
By the aid of the lantern tlle others managed to 

mount the ladder-stairs. 
The detective re~nainecl below as a gnarcl, ready to 

defend the opening against all comers until his 
friends had succeeclecl. 

Then he joined them above. 
When they reachecl tlle panel Mr. Grimes listenecl. 
He coulcl hear nlen talking in the room. 
This proved that there was no chance of escape in 

this quarter. 
They must go on. 
In a few minutes the little attic was reachecl. 
They coulcl go no farther. 
Was there czny loop-hole of escape from here? 
This was a question. 
Mr. Grimes meant to find an answer. 
It must indeed be a singular place that he could 

not escape from, with the advantages to be derived 
from his ingenuity and the many curious things he 
carried about with him. 

The first thing he did when all had reached the 
garret was to take the lantern which Tom had been 
carrying, and look around. 

There was nothing very encouraging in the pros- 
pect spread out before him. 

True, they might manage to push through the 
roof, which looked oltl and dilapidated. 
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Even coulcl this be done without attracting the at- 
tention of the enemy would they be better off? 

I t  was an open question. 
To move along the roof with Katy, and escape to 

the grounil involved many perils. 
Mr. Grimes reserved this as a dc~~l i c rressoi*t,and 

~neanwllile looke(1 elsewhere. 
The old crone had watched his actions. 
She seemed interested. 
I t  must have gradually broken upon her what he 

was encleav~ring to do, for she finally crept forward, 
and laid her hand on his arm. 

"You seek a way of getting out?" 
"Yes." 
The detective turned upon her eagerly, for her 

voice told him she had information to impart. 
"Look below, not above." 
"Ah, then there is a trap." 
He turned the light downward. 
At first it was useless. 
"Show me the way, old lady?" 
The crone, being in an obliging mood, pointed to a 

certain spot in the floor, for the little attic had 
boards coveriug the scantlings. 

Sure enough he could now detect the outlines of a 
trap door. 

He inserted an  instrument, and raised it. 
Anotlzer was below. 
This was faste~lecl with hinges, and he used more 

care in lifting it up, fearful lest some one hostile to 
their interest might be below. 

All was dark as Egypt. 
Turning to the crone, Mr. Grimes said : 
"Have you anything in the shape of a, rope?" 
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She sprang to the pallet of straw, and from behind 
it lifted a stout line. 

Mr. Grimes' eyes sparkled. 
"You're a jewel, old lady," he muttered. 
Seizing tlie rope he fastened it to some object in 

the den, and allowed the other end to clangle down 
through the tra,p. 

Then, with a worcl of caution to his comrades, he 
passed out of their sight. 

All was silent below. 
They kept very quiet and listened. 
Soon a flash of light announced that the old detec- 

tive had opened the slide in his lantern. 
Then came a low whisper. 
"Let the girl clown first. " 
There was some little difficulty about this, but 

Katy was equal to the emergency. 
O'Connor clrew the rope up, and made a loop in the 

end of it. 
"Put your foot in that, clarling. Ee sure we'll 

lower you carefully. When you rcach the floor take 
your foot out, and give the rope a sllalce." 

Katy went down without tronble. 
Such a brave girl was not to be daunted by any lit- 

tle difficulty. 
When the Irish Monte Cristo felt the signal he 

knew she was safe. 
"Who's next?" asked Tom. 
"Where's the old woman?" 
"Here. I can look out for myself, young sir. Do 

you both go clown now." 
There was no need of words. 
The crone was fully able to take care of herself, 

and hence O'Connor and his fiencl did not hesitate 
any longer a h i t  closcenrling. 
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Relow they found Mr. Grimes and Katy. 
The old detective was alreatly esamining the new 

apartment into which kind fortune had dropped 
them. I t  was merely a, room. 

The small wintlow had a couple of rusty iron bars 
fastened across it. 

When Mr. Grimes tried the door it was fast. 
Dust and cobwebs lay around in profusion. 
Eviclently the apartment had not been opened to 

air for many a long year. 
"By Jove!  we're in a prison after all, sir," said 

O'Connor, as he notetl these things. 
"Yes, B L I ~see how easily I remove the bolts." 
The detective bent beside the door. 
He seemed to be esamining it. 
Presently he chucklecl. 
At about the same moment the door of the room 

was seen to be ajar. 
The magic of his c~miiing had been too mnch for 

the stubborn old lock that had held its own so long. 
Now the way to freedom seemed clear. 
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CHAPTER X. 

A CHECXMATE SOMEWHERE. 

They could hear nothing beyond, so Mr. Grimes 
declared it was worth while for them to make some 
sort of an  advance. 

All they wanted was to reach the open air. 
The result was assured. 
Treading the passage, they soon came to a flight of 

stairs, which proved to be short. 
At the base of these they halted. 
Mr. Grimes had even become mixed. 
He could not tell where they were, or what clirec- 

tion they should take in ouler to escape. 
In  this dilernma he turned to the crone. 
She volunteered to leatl the way. 
All of tliem were particularly gratifiecl to feel the 

fresh air fan their faces. 
As luck would have it, one of the men who had as- 

sisted Bruce cliscovered them just as they were 
emerging from the inn. 

He gave the alarm. 
"We must run for it," said Mr. Grimes. 
Secrecy was no longer an advantage. 
The detective tools. Raty's hand, while her lover 

held the other. 
Between thcin they managecl to n u k e  very good 

time. 
"How about the signal, sir?" 
"To the driver-that's so." 
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Taking out his revolver Mr. Grimes fired in the 
manner he had arranged. 

Alreacly they could hear signs of pursuit. 
Men were sllouting and swearing. 
I t  seemed as though they were tumbling over each 

other in their eagerness to get out of the door. 
The secret of this haste was apparent. 
Above the clamor a voice was heard shouting : 
"A hiuldred clollars for the girl-a hunched apiece 

to every inan of ye." 
This was Felix Doyle. 
Ilis recent experience a t  the hands of the men he 

was now chasing 11ad not warned him how danger- 
ous it is to play with edged tools. 

They had cut him once and might again. 
Qenerdly a burnccl chilcl dreads the fire, but moths 

learn nothing until they go so far that their wings 
are aflame, and they drop lifeless. 

The beautiful Irish lass was the flame that at-
tracted Felix Doyle. " 

Under a spur the man rusliecl forward, and even 
gained upon our friends. 

O'Connor once or twice half turned in his flight, 
but the detective hurriecl him on. 

He lraew the fiery blood of Monte Cristn. 
The valiant y o ~ m g  Irishman would have stopped 

readily, ancl thrown llinlself into the midst of his 
enemies. 

Fear was a word not in his lexicon. 
Ha! what was that? 
The souncl of carriage wheels. 
Some vehicle was clattering along the road, acl- 

vancing i11 their direction. 
Presently it came close enough for them to see that 

it was their own vel~icle. 
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Mr. Grimes shouted : 
"Dan Gleason, ahoy !" 
"Hello !" 
"Turn arouild, man, turn around." 
The driver comprehended. 
He would be gaining time in thus preparing. 
When he had wheeled his horses he sprang down, 

and opened the carriage door, after which lie once 
more leaped upon his box. 

Their pursuers had gained so that it now began to 
look serious. 

Mr. Grimes gave Tom Gratton his place, and 
turned i11 his tracks to scatter the mob. 

He possessed nerve enough to face a mad bull hncl 
the occasion arisen. 

The men came on. 
By dint of much shouting they kept their courage 

up to the sticking point. 
Coolly Mr. Grimes took aim as well as the circ~un- 

stances allowed. 
Then be began to fire. 
His bullets flew in among the roughs, wounding 

more than one of them, for it was not his purpose to 
do more exec~~tion than this. 

Such a hot fire speedily clemoralized the fellows. 
The voice of Felix Doyle was heard no more. 
That cliscouragecl them. 
Truth to tell, Doyle, when he heard the firing bo-

gin, was positive that he would be picked out as the 
first victim. 

He immediately fell down 011 his face, and hugged 
the ground with tenacious interest. 

His men broke and fled. 
Their one aim in life was to reach a point where 
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they could be safe from the leaden messengers that 
hurtled so mercilessly amoug them. 

Tuking advantage of this fact, Mr. Grimes turned, 
and with a few hasty leaps reached the vehicle. 

He slammed the door shut. 
Then he sprang up  beside the driver. 
"Off we go, Dan." 
The astute driver needed no urging. 
The shouts of the pursuers, together with the shots 

Mr. Grimes fired, had stirred his blood u p  to a fever 
heat. 

He hacl compreheilcled something of the case be-
fore, and now he knew all. 

With a shout he brought his whip down upon the 
backs of his horses. 

They were off a t  a jump. 
"Bend low-they may fire." 
But the clriver, seeing that Mr. Grimes did not ac- 

cept the advice himself, scorned to clo so. 
Several shots were sent after them. 
The bullets could be hetzrcl hunlining through the 

air near by, or cutting leaves from the trees. 
Being fired pretty much a t  random they managed 

to clo no harm to the party. 
There was no pursujt. 
All breathed easier when the fact became patent. 
Safe. 
O'Connor whispered the word in Katy's ear. 
She snuggled clown in the shelter. of his arm, as 

though her trust in him was perfect. 
He had grown and become so much more manly in 

the few years that had passecl sincc, he had bidden 
her farewell after escaping from the military prison 
on Spike Island. 

They reachccl the city. 
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The old crone had vanished after gaining the open 
air, so they had no chance to thank her or find out 
if they could help her. 

At the hotel Katy was given an elegant apartment, 
which caused her honest gray eyes to open in won-
der, for although her folks had bren comfortably off 
in the old country she hail never seen elegance like 
this save in princes' castles. 

O'Connor did not mean to lose time. 
"We are all tired now, and neetl rest, but before 

another twenty-four hours go by I mean to nlalre 
Katy my wife, Heaven willing. 

''Then we shall start on a trip to the old world, and 
see all its wonders." 

Taking the detective aside he spoke further, and 
his voice was more serious. 

"The only thing I fear is that one of those dark- 
featured men may follow me. 

"They clo not mean to give up this business. In 
some way they mean to strike a blow a t  me." 

"What do you want me to do?" 
"Try and keep them away until I can leave this 

city. Take passage on the first vessel leaving port 
the day after to-morrow, even if we have to go on 
board a t  midnight. " 

"Passage for how many?" 
"Two adjoining state-rooms. Spare no expense. 
"There will be four of us. You will bunk with 

Tom. " 
"Ah ! you still desire my company ?" 
"Certainly-for months to come. Where we go 

you must accompany us. " 
"Very good. 
"I shall make all arrangements. I chance to know 

that an Anchor Line steamer will sail for the Medi- 
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terranean early on the morning of the seventh, and 
this is the fifth." 

"That will do." 
"I thought perhaps you might prefer it because- 

well, you remember there is a claim against you on 
account of having escaped from prison." 

The Irish Monte Cristo laughed. 
"Oh! I can soon fix that matter up now. Money 

will clo wonders. They might put poor Redmond 
O'Connor in jail on a trumped up charge, but when 
he appears the owner of millions it will be different." 

"Consider that settled then. " 
'Wow, about this other matter. " 
"The thugs?" 
"Yes. what will you do?" 
"I must manage to clelucle them. Leave all that to 

me. There will be some trick, by means of which we 
can deceive them. " 

"Sending them on a*wrong trail, for instance." 
"That is it. " 
"I can trust to your cunning, but you must give 

them creclit for an equal amount, as they certainly 
seem equal to any trick in order to gain their point." 

Mr. Grimes felt equal to the task. 
He had selclom met his equal among the criininal 

classes in the past. 
So they separated for the night, feeling that their 

labor had been well put in. 
During the morning Mr. Grimes founcl much to in-

terest hinlself in. 
First of all he took passage on the Mediterranean 

stean~erfor the four of them. 
He gave assunzed names, believing it was better 

a11 around. 
After that he had a peculiar duty. 
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This consisted in leading the wxtchful thug a wild- 
goose chase. 

To do this Mr. Grimes set liimself, and put his 
whole soul in the work. 

He assumed a disguise. 
This made him look like O'Connor. 
It must needs be sharp eyes that could tell them 

apart. 
As it had been the detective's business for years 

to carry on this line, it may be safely assumed that 
he was an adept at it. 

Loitering around the hotel, he finally sighted the 
party he was looking for. 

I t  was the thug. 
The man was dressed in a gentlemanly fashion, 

and might have been taken for a Cuban or a Mexi-
can. 

He spoke fair English too. 
This would have surprised the detective had he 

not remembered that these men were travelers- 
they had in turn seen much of the world. 

He soon caught the man's eye. 
The thug followed him. 
Mr. Grimes gave the other a long chase. 
He even bought a ticket for Boston on the Fall 

River steamer, and went aboard some ten miautes 
before sailing time in the afternoon. 

Watching closely he saw his shadow do the same. 
The avenger took up his station a t  the gangplank. 
No one could leave the steamer without his knowl- 

edge 
When he noted a11 this the detective smiled, for he 

knew the game was in his hand. 
He woulcl send this clalk-faced scherner off to Bos- 
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ton, under the belief that O'Connor, the finder of the 
Inca's treasure, was on board the Hristol. 

Meantime he had formed his plan. 
Passing up toward the bow of the vessel he saw a 

darky in a rowboat passing. 
"Ahoy, uncle !" 
"Yes, sah; what can 1: do for you?" 
"Come below and take me aboard.)' 
"How much did you say, sah?" 
"A dollar. " 
The grinning darky came, and by the aid of a 

hanging rope Mr. Grimes landed in his boast. 
He was soon on a pier. 
Changing his appearance he saw the Bristol de- 

part a t  five o'clcok. 
The thug was aboard. 
Mr. Grimes was delighted, and went to his lodg- 

ings. 
A note awaited him. 
I t  was in O'Connor's hand. 
"Ah, an  invitation to the wedding to-night." 
With a laugh the detective opened it, and read 

with blank amazement the words scrawled there : 

"Come to me. The devil has been a t  work. We 
have been checkmated, and I am nearly frantic. 
Katy has disappeared. " O'CONNOR. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE MYSTERY O F  A HACK. 

Although used to surprises, Mr. Grimes was l~ound 
to confess that this one gave him something of a 
shock, it was so utterly unexpected. 

Kaqy had disappeared. 
What strange business was this? 
The girl had been all right in the morning. 
Could the clrugs that had been given to her a t  the 

road house have affected=her brain? 
What did O'Coanor mean by "that devil?" 
Mr. Grimes had seen the thug start for Boston. 
Ah, but there were sevcn of them. 
Perhaps one or all of the others had arrived upoll 

the scene of action, called tllitller from their search- 
ing in other cities by the successfnl man. 

Again, might it not mean Felix Doyle? 
That rogue was perhaps far from being crushed, 

and he might have conceived some clever plan 
whereby the girl was Biclnapped. 

To think that such a thing could occur in broad 
daylight in New YorB. 

It was amazing. 
Mr. Grimes picked up a few things that he might 

need, and hurried forth. 
The chances were they would not sail by the 

steamer agreed on. 
Before another morning that vessel would be mov- 

ing off with the ebb tide. and there seemed no possi- 
bility of their being on board. 
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He hurried to the hotel. 
When he opened the door of 07C!onnor's room he 

found that worthy walking up and down. 
The Irish Monte Cristo appeared to be excited. 
His face was pale and his eyes blazed in their 

sockets like coals of fire. 
At sight of Mr. Grimes he sprang forward, and 

grasped his hand warmly. 
"I am glad to sce ~OLI-perhaps you can help me 

unravel this mystery. What have you clone?" 
In a few sentences, quickly spoken, the detective 

told them all he had accomplishecl. 
"There must be others here, for I seem to feel 

that this blow comes through these leagued aven- 
gers." 

"You say Iiaty has vanishwl." 
"Disappeared as utterly as though the solid earth 

had opened ancl swallowed her up." 
"Perhaps you are mistaken." 
"HOW?" 
"Girls conceive strange ideas. Katy may have 

gone to do a little shopping." 
Monte Cristo shook his head. 
"I do not believe it." 
"State your reasons. " 
"In the first place we shopped this morning, driv- 

ing in our carriage. 
"Then again, at four o'clock, when I went out to 

bring a minister to the hotel, I made her promise 
not to leave the room except with my permission. 
What have you there?" 

The detective had stoopecl and piclwcl up a 
crumpled piece of paper, which he si~loothed out. 

It  had writing upon it. 
Iie bent his head to ~-ea,rl. 
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"What is it?" eagerly asked O'Connor. 
6 LYour permission," was the laconic reply. 

"I (lon7t understand. " 

"Listen while I read: 

" 'Dear Katy: 1forgot to order a basket of lunch 
to take aboard. Jump into the carriage at the door 
-the driver has his orders. and will take you to 
P~~rsell's,where you can buy what you please. Be 
back at  five. " CONNOR NOR.' " 

"A BLIGHT UPON THE HAND THAT WROTE THIS!'' 

The Irish Monte Cristo looked amazed. 
"Let me see that." 
"Certainly. " 
O'Coanor 1ool;ed at  it with kindling eyes. 
"A blight upon the ham1 that wrote this." 
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"You disown it then?'' 
"It is a base forgery." 
"So I supposecl. Eut it proves your suspicions to 

be well fountlecl. Katy has been carried off." 
"Terrible." 
"I nevcr knew a bolder piece of work. The thing 

must have been conceived a i d  carried out by a mas- 
ter mind There is nothing more to be done here. I 
will go below and find out who the clriver of the car- 
riage was. " 

Time was valuable to them. 
Where poor Katy had been taken no one could 

even guess, and of course O'Connor had the most 
distressing thoughts concerning her fate. 

Mr. Griincs went to work. 
He knew who was likely to give him information. 
Passing clown stairs he went direct to the spot 

where the watclilnnn of the hotel stoocl. 
This worthy was a brawny man, able to eject any 

possible trouble maker. 
He looked as if, like the bouncer over the way at 

the HoRn~an, he hacl once becn a prize-fighter, and 
could hold his own against the best. 

Mr. Grimes knew him. 
Of course in his present disguise the other would 

not be apt to know him. 
"How are you, Luther?" 
"Pretty well, sir." 
The othcr gave hiin a sharp look. 
He met so niany men in his daily routine that al-

thoiigll they all wemrcl to remember him he coulcl 
not always return the compliment. 

"You dom't recognize me?" 
"Truth to tcll, I do not, sir." 
"My nnne  is Grimes-Obotl Grimes." 
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The man started. 
He bent forward, cast another keen look a t  thc 

party before him, and held out his hancl. 
"Bless my soul if it ain' t .  Glad to see you, sir. 

What tluse of a racket are you on now ?" 
Mr. Grinies smiled. 
"I'm on a great case., Luther. You have a gen-

tleman stopping here named O'Connor." 
"Yes, a fine man, too." 
"He's a, millionaire many times over--snatched 

away the treasures of the Inca's in Peru. I'm en-
gaged to keep him company, and clefend him in case 
of danger." 

"Lucky man. " 
"I think so myself, but up to this time I've had 

my hands full of work." 
"He's liberal, I suppose?" 
"Liberal-that cloesn't espress it. He's a prince. 

W e  call him the Irish Monte Cristo." 
"Good, indeed." 
"As an instance of his generosity, I have a hun-

dred-dollar bill for the man who can give me a little 
information which I seek." 

The other's face brightened up. 
"I wish I was the fellow." 
"Perhaps you are, L ~ ~ t h e r .  " 

Mr. Grimcs said this quietly. 
L'Tell me how." 
"How long have you been on duty to-day?" 
"Since nine this A. M." 

"And most of the time you were to be found about 
this spot, right here." 

"I have seldom been away from it." 
"Good, I think we are bound to gct ncar the 

truth now. Listen. There was a beautiful young 
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girl whom O'Connor was t o  marry. She came over 
to meet him, fell into the hands of his rival, and 
after some trouble we rescued her from that villain. 

"Now she has clis~~ppearecl again, and we believe 
that O'Connor's foes have clone it." 

"I see. " 
"She went away in a hack something like an  hour 

ago. A cluminy letter, purpolating to come from 
O'Connor, cleceiveci her, for we found it on the floor 
in her room. Read it." 

The ex-boxer clicl so. 
His face lighted up. 
"It's Katy Sullivan you mean?" 
"Yes." 
"I heard something about it." 
"Glad to hear you say SO.') 

"The driver of the hack came to me and asked me 
if Miss Sullivan stopped here. I saw that note in his 
hand at the time." 

"What clid you do?" 
"Referred him to the office.)' 
"Go on." 
"A little while later I saw a young wornail pass out 

and enter his vehicle. " 
"YOU know the man?" 
"As well as a book. I used to box him in the old 

days when I was a fighter." 
"His name?" 
"Jerry Dunn." 
"Ah !" 
"YOU know him, sir?" 
"Well, yes, I have scen the fellow." 
"He is on a croolietl iwliet once in a while." 
"In such a case as  this he is going wrong. I shall 

haul him up with a, sllort turn." 
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"Jerry is a case-you must keep your eye on him, 
or he'll twist and squirm." 

"Don't fear-I've gut a hold on him. 
"I know solnething of his past. He once clicl some- 

thing that if known would land hiln in prison." 
"Then you've got him clead to rights." 
"Can you tell me his number?" 
c 6 Yes-it's--" 

"Thanks. Where does he stand?" 
"Often down at  yonder corner when not busy. If 

you hang around there I believe you will see him 
before long. " 

Mr. Grimes had now learned the icleutity of the 
man who took Katy away. 

This was a strong point. 
Even while he mas talking his informant pointcd 

to a vehicle coming down the street. 
"There's the man now." 
The hack stopped a t  the corner below, ancl three 

men got out of it. 
Mr. Grimes, who wore the air of an ortlina~y busi- 

ness man, with his face altered from its usual ex-
pression, chanced to be stailcling where he coulcl see 
very well. 

He never was more surprised in his life. 
These three? men who alighted from the vehicle 

were as alike as three peas. 
Each one had a dark face, with a black mustache, 

and wore a gray suit. 
This was exactly the style of the thug whom Mr. 

Grimes had trappecl into taking a trip on the Fall 
River steamer. 

He recognized the truth. 
These men were three of thc seven who followed 

O'Connor with the persistency of hounds, cleter- 
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mined to take a terrible revcnge i q w n  the Irish 
Monte Cristo because he llnd run off with the fabu- 
lous treasure which they hstl guarded so long. 

Then they had stolen ITaty. 
To what doom was she intei~lcd? 
Did they seek her life, or was she simply to be held 

until her lover agreed to forfeit his wealth in order 
to ransom her? 

The truth was uncertain. 
Mr. Grimes niennt to find it out. 
He walked along the pavement, looking arouncl 

him as if seeking something. 
''Hack, sir?" 
The enterprising John was on the alert for a job, 

as  Grimes had expected. 
"Yes. Take me to Tenth street and Sixth avenue." 
Off went the hack. 
All had been accomplished quickly. 
They had gone clown Sixth avenue only a couple 

of squares when Mr. Grimes put his head out of the 
window. 

''Driver !" 
"Ah. there, sir. " 
"Draw up by the curb." 
This was clone. 
The driver, seeing his fare clid not emerge, got off 

his box, and came to the door. 
"What's wrong, sir?" 
"Will your horses stand?" 
"No fear of that." 
"Then come inside." 
The driver hesitated a moment. 
He obeyed in wonder, knowing little how to take 

this strange coinmancl. 
When the nlan was seated opposite him Mr. 
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Grimes surveyed him as well as the peculiar circum-
stances would atlrnit. 

The driver was not a very prepossessing sort of a 
fellow, but the detective coulcl not see that he would 
prove ugly. 

He was a n  ordinary man, and coulcl be counted on 
as such. 

"Your name is Jerry Dunn?" 
"It is. " 
"Now, Jerry, it woulcl be as well for you and I to 

be friends. In fact, you can't aflord to have me for 
your eneiny." 

"The cluse you say." 
"I a m  interested in the young girl whom you 

took away in this hack from the hotel." 
"What hotel?" 
"The Yif th  Avenue. " 
"I didn't take any girl from tlwre." 
"I know better.. The three men who got out of 

this hack hired you. " 
"Well, boss, you have struck the wrong man. I 

don't know anything about this business." 
"Come now, u~lderstailci me. I am determined to 

know the whole truth. My name is Grimes. I am 
a, detective. Unless you desire to spend the night in 
the Tombs you will speak." 

"I've done nothing wrong-you have no charge to 
bring against me. " 

"Let me see-didn't you figure in that Roberts' 
case two years ago?" 

The man shive~wl. 
His face grew white as ashes. 
"But I was accluittecl-they never proved the first 

thing about me in that inattcr " 
"Perhaps not, but if Clie girl's aunt Bacln't dis-
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appeared so suclclenly there might have been some-
thing brought out. Now, my nun,  I know where 
I can put my hand on that woman." 

The man uttelberl a groan. 
He was badly LvuBen up. 
"If 1 agree to say nothing about that old score per- 

haps you may recoasic1e1- your determination about 
this girl." 

"I give in heat. " 
"Then you'll tell all you know?" 
"Why not? I swore to Beep it quiet, but then it's 

a case of serious importance to me." 
''Seilsible man." 
"SO go ahead, boss. " 
"The girl was in this hack?" 
"Yes." 
"Those dark-faced men hired you?" 
"Sure enoug11. " 
"Now I know how thc girl was inclucecl to come 

down to the hack. Tell me how they managed to 
get her into their power." 

The man inovecl uneasily. 
"Them fellers fitted some sort of an arrangement 

in my hack. After the girl was in and the doors 
closed I was to drive off. 

"At a certain time I was to pull a string, though 
just what that did I never could say. 

"Then on a certain corner below I was to stop and 
pick up the threc men." 

"Tl- is plan was carried out?" 
"Yes." 
"You pullecl the string?" 
"I dicl." 
"Was there any outcry?" 
"Not at dl." 
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"How long a time elapsed after the pulling of the 
string before you stopped to take up the men?" 

"Say ten minutes." 
"They entered?" 
"Yes.'' 
"The girl gave no outcry?" 
"Not a sound." 
Mr. Grimes sniffed the air. 
"It seems to me that I get rather a peculiar odor 

in this vehicle." 
"Oh, that ain't anything to what it was when the -

gentlemen got out." 
"Gas. " 
"I reckon it is, some kind." 
"Then I take it that the little arrangement they 

fastened in your cab must have been a gas bag, ancl 
that when you pulled the string it released the con- 
tents, causing the girl to bevoine ilzsensible." 

"I thought so myself, boss. " 
"Well, where did you go?" 
"Down to the river." 
The detective was startled. 
Had these men clrowneci Katy in order to avenge 

themselves upon Monte Cristo. 
He believed them equal to anything. 
"What did they do?" 
"Took the gal i11 a boat. From words let fall I 

imagined they had a jaunty little steam-yacht that 
lay anchorecl off the foot of Eighty-fourth street, and 
the girl was to be taken there." 

"They clid not go aboard?" 
"No. They entered my vehicle again, and went 

back to the hotel." 
"Is that all?" 
"Yes, sir." 
"Drive me to the foot of Eighty-fourth street. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

ON BOARD THE STBANGE STEAM-YACHT. 

Things had occt~rred rapidly. 
I t  was five o'clock when Mr. Grimes saw the thug 

who llacl followecl him off on the Eristol for Fall 
River and Boston. 

Since then he had gone to his office, from there to 
the Fifth Avenue Hotel, and now he had interviewed 
the driver of the hack. 

By the time the vehicle stopped at the foot of 
Eighty-fourth street it was growing dark. Objects 
out upon the North River coulcl not be clistiaguished 
a t  any distaace. 

Lights were to be seen in many places. 
Ferry-boats plowed the waters of the mighty river, 

most of them lower clown. 
"One question, Jerry, and then you may go. " 
"Yes, sir. ') 
"Where did the steam-yacht lie?') 
"D'ye see them lights, sir?" 
He pointed as he spoke to the objects which were 

to d l  appearances the riding lights of some vessel 
a t  ailc.hor in the middle of the stream. 

"I do." 
"They are on the little vessel." 
"Good-night, Jerry ." 
"I say, Mr. Grimes.)' 
"Well." 
"You won't rake up that old matter-I'm trying 

to lead a respei:tnLlc life now. The memory of that 
poor girl has haunted me." 
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Mr. Grimes was not rleceivecl. 
He knew the man was telling wliat was not true. 
If he had been living suell a. I-espt.ctable life he 

would not have been c.oucei*ncil in this scrape. 
But the great tlet.ective hucl no more use for him. 
"If I find all you've told me is straight you w e d  

have no fear. I shall remain silent. " 
"Thank you, sir. I've told you the whole truth. 

and nothing but the truth, so help me." 
Jerry hacl evidently been in cowt. 
"Good-night. " 
When the hackinan had driven away the detective 

began to ponder upon the situ a t'ion. 
He must visit the vessel. 
Of course it would be clnngerous, but what was 

danger when there was a chance of victory. 
He had no cloubt but tha t  Raty was on board. 
These strangely leagued tlefenclers of the trcasure 

had cletermined upon a plan whereby they hoped to 
force the Irish Monte Cristo to terms. 

Undoubtedly O'Connor woulcl give up the treasure 
of the Inca's to save his beloved's Ufe. 

How was he to get on board? 
The detective first of all looked to his weapons, as  

he might have occasion to use them ere this night 
hacl again given place to clay. 

Should he go after O'Connor? 
That woulcl take time. 
Besides, he was a little afraid of having the im-

petuous Irisliinnn along. 
Under the peculiar circumstances of the case 

O'Connor might be more of a hindrnnce than a he lp  
Mr. Grimes was used to depencling on liimsclf. 
I3e really enjoyed working alone. 



104 THE IRISH MONTE CEISTO'S SEARCH. 

Presently he was making his way along the river 
front, looking for a boat. 

He saw a man with n lantern, who appeared to be 
busily engaged with a boat. 

"Hello, my friencl." 
c d  Goocl-evening, sir. " 
"Do you own this boat?" 
"That I do." 
"A trim shapeel craft she is." 
"And there ain't rt better on the river." 
"YOU are a wat+rnlaii?'' 
"Eeen on it a11 my lifc, sir." 
"Can I engage you for a job?" 
"Well, I reckon. " 
"I want to be put aboard that little steam-yacht 

a t  anchor out in the river." 
"Just SO. " 

"What woultl it be worth?" 
"Say a dollar, seeing it's ~lgly work with the ferry- 

boats on a dark night." 
"Very good. Now we hael better understand each 

other in the start. What is your name?" 
"They calls me Earnacle, sir." 
"All right, Rtzrnacle. I believe you're just the 

man I want. You look honest, and like a fellow 
who woulcl do a turn for a poor girl in distress." 

"That I woulcl, sir." 
"Then listen. I want to be put on that yacht with- 

out the knowledge of any one on board." 
"Ah 1'' 
"My actions must be as stealthy as thoso of a thief 

in the night, but I clo riot go to rob but to claim my 
own. A young girl was ldnapped in broad day-
light from the Fifth Avenue Hotel, ancl taken on 
board that yacht by nlen who are her foes." 
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The waterman now began to get his boat in readi- 
ness for business. 

It chancecl that the tide was just starting to come 
in, it being past the ebb slack. 

Mr. Grimes ];new the nature of the business on 
hand well enough. 

He realized the full danger of the unclertalring. 
In starting upon this venture he took cllances. 
Even the nulnber of men on board the steam- 

yacht was a mystery as yet. 
There might be one and there might be a dozen. 
One thing he esultetl in. 
The night favored his 1)olcl project. 
Already it was as black as pitch, and the boat 

could pass close to human eyes without cliscovery, 
unless some noise betrayed its presence. 

"How about the oars?" 
"They work well, sir." 
"Do they make any noise?" 
The waterman reflected. 
"A little, perhaps." 
"That won't clo. I'll muffle them." 
He knew how to do this. 
When he had finished the oars would make no 

sound as they rubbed against the thole-pins. 
"All ready, sir. " 
Mr. Grimes stepped into the boat. a n ~ l  sat clown. 
Thc night air was adready chilly upon the water, 

and it lookccl as though a bank of fog was sweeping 
up from the bay. 

Barnacle gave it as his opinion that it was going 
to be a dirty night. 

They moved off. 
The sturdy strokes o f  the oarsnlan sent the boat, 

out upon the heaving bosom of t,he river. 
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Mr. C2rimes h p t  his eyes upon the lights that 
rnai.lret1 the position of the yacht. 

Now and then they inomentarily vanishecl from 
his view, as some fog bunk S W P ~ J ~by. 

Again they woul cl I ' C ~ I ) ~)ear. 
All the while the little wl~erry was drawing stead- 

ily nearer the yacht riding a t  anchor, with her nose 
pointed towurtl the bay. 

There did uot seem any chance of their missing the 
vessel, though in a short time the fog must cover 
everything. 

Nearer they drew. 
No sounds came from the yacht. 
Besides the red anrl green lights showing on her 

sides, a lantern hung in the rigging fore and aft. 
Then there were lights in the small round bullsy- 

eye windows that indicated the cabins. 
Whispered words passptl between the two men. 
The boatman allowed the wherry to ride down 

upon the yacht, as  in this way the oars would not 
have to be used. 

Fog whistles and bells had begun to raise a racket 
clown the river. 

Those on board the little yacht would soon have to 
post a man on the lookout, as the fog must envelope 
them as in a vail. 

Our friends were in good time. 
The little wherry had now reached the bow of the 

black steam-yacht. 
Mr. G~ imesfended off from the taut anchor chain 

with his hantl, just in time to avoid the grating 
sound that must have followed a collision. 

Now they glicleil along the vessel's side. 
Barnacle had stowwl away the oars, and was 

using his hands against the yacht's side. 
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A swinging rope came within his grasp, and he in- 
stantly scizocl hold uf it. 

All seemed quiet above. 
Not a souilcl indicated discovery. 
Mr. Grimes crept to his side. 
"Can you bold the boat and fend her off at,the 

same time?" he whisyereil. 
6 6Easy enough. " 
"If I signal give the rope a hitch ancl leap on 

board. " 
"Ye can depend on me, sir." 
It  would only be under extraordinarily desperate 

circumstances that Mr. Grimes meant to do this. 
He stood up. 
The yacht wars not a very large one. 
Such boats are for sale at many of the ship-yards 

around New Yorlc. 
A man with money can purchase and fit one out 

inside of twenty-four hours. 
What mysterious purpose the seven men had in 

securing the boat Mr. G~imes did not know, but he 
believed their plan to be a deep one. 

This abdnction of IKaty was but the beginning of 
their deeply laic1 scheme. 

They reckoned without counting on a man by 
the name of Grimes. 

Many persons had before them. 
This Grimes hscl a way of making his way into the 

well-laic1 plans of lawless men, and altering them to 
suit his own sweet will. 

I t  was incleecl a most desperate venture in which 
he was now engaged. 

No man could carry it through with a better 
chance of success tlzan Mr." Grimes. 
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All the essential qualities of a good detective were 
centered in his person. 

He was quiet, thouglitful, active as a tiger, quick 
to take advantage of a false move, cunning in his 
work, and 111.ave as a glacliator. 

In  his past Be Bad met with few defeats, and these 
served to render him better adapted for work. 

When he stood up i11 the wl~erry his head was 
just on a line with the taflrail. 

He coulcl see over the clecli: as far s s  the light al- 
lowed such a thing. 

A man leaned against the wheel-house, for there 
was such a contrivance on bonrtl, rtltllougl~ a, wheel 
coulcl be seen at  the stern also, to be used if the 
boat was under sail alone. 

One thing pleased. Mr. Grimes. 
He could keep in the shadow here, if successful in 

gaining the deck. 
Making use of his companion's broad shoulders 

for a foot rest, the detective clambered on board 
without difficulty or noise. 

His first act was to lay flat. 
Then, finding that no one appeared to notice him, 

he began to crawl aft. 
Tlie cabins were located here. 
I t  was in this quarter he might expect to find the 

one he sought-Katy. 
Now he noticed several other men. 
Four in all he countecl, lying about the deck, taking 

it easy, as is the habit of n sailor wllen off tlnty. 
If his presence was discovered he knew the little 

steam-yacb t would be the scene of a fierce encoun- 
ter. 

After sorue circling around Mr. Grimes reach.ec-1 a 
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poilit where he could descend the little companion- 
way that led below deck. 

A lantern-the binnacle light, hung here, illu-
minating the short steps. 

He watched his chancc. 
When sure that no one was around he clartecl for- 

ward, and went below, where he would soon dis-
cover whether his mission was fruitless or not. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

MR. GIUMES TN TIGHT QUARTERS. 

The move was successfully rnacle. 
No one appeared on the scene to bring about a 

discovery, for which Mr. Grimes was thankful. 
If such cliscovery was bouilcl to take place he would 

much rather it would come later, after he had 
cleared up a11 cloubts as to Katy being aboard and 
uninjured. 

He found himself in limited quarters. 
The yacht was arranged as larger ones might be, 

and this ma le  cabins and other portions mere cubby- 
holes on board. 

If any one came along while Mr. Grimes was 
here, he could not avoid being cliscovered. 

On this account alone theii, if there were no others, 
he was bouncl to better his condition. 

A door st~ocl ajar. 
Beyond was light. 
The cletective peeped inside, and found that this 

must be the niain cabin of the yacht. 
There was just room to stand upright, and to set a 

table where perhaps six might eat, tl.~ough the table 
was now shut up a i d  flattened like a board against 
the wall. 

Thrt?e or more small cloors were in sight. 
These led into diminutive state-rooms. 
Everything was lus~~rious. 
The former owner of the Triad hacl evidently 

been a man who loved comfort. 
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There are many men of more or less means around 
New York who live aboard their boats from April to 
November. 

Some even go South then, and thus put in the 
whole of tlie ycar afloat. 

Such men surround themselves with every comfort 
money can buy, and live like princes aboard their 
j a ~ ~ n t ycraft. 

Mr. Grimes saw a chance to better his condition, 
and this was sometliing he never let pass. 

Gliding into the cabin he secreted himself behind 
a sofa, though this article of furniture was so small 
that he had to curl up in order to do it. 

Then he awaited tle velopmen ts. 
Presently one of the state-room doors opened. 
A man appeared. 
Mr. Grimes was not surprisecl when he saw the 

dark face, black mustache and gray clothes. 
One thug liacl gone off on the Bristol. 
Tllree more were w a t ~ h i n v  the Fifth Avenue 9

Hotel, with designs upon the Irish Monte Cristo. 
This was number five. 
There must be two more around somewhere to 

umlre up the band of seven. 
The mail sat down. 
He put his fingers on an elecbric button in the 

wall of tho cabin, and as if by magic some one en- 
tered. 

It  was the cook. 
"Skward, have gnu any dainty that might tempt 

a young girl's appetite?" 
The dn rlry grinned. 
"Reclr011 I has. sah." 
"Get it,1q2, anll wrvc it ill t he  r n h l d l ~stibte-~wm~. 
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The lady may be asleep still. If so jmt leave it 
there." 

How fluently the Per~wian spoke English. 
Truly these seven men were wonders. 

There clicl not seem to be anything they coulcl not do. 
"As you say, sah." 
The steward turned and vanished. 
Presently another man entered. 
He .was the counterpa,rt of the one already there. 

Mr. Grimes mentally dubbed him Number Six. 
When he looker1 ul>o11 the determiner1 faces of 

these men he made up his mind that O'Connor 
woulcl have further trouble with them. 

Even if the girl was snatched from their grasp, 
and the whole party tool; passa,ge on the Mecliter- 
rmean steamer, these rrlen were not apt to give up 
the chase. 

They would follow like persistent wolves on the 
trail of a wo~ulded deer. 

It might take time, but unless signdly baffled they 
would chase their in tenclecl quarry over the frozen 
steppes of Siberia, through the oriental splendors of 
Turkey, and into the heart of the black continent if 
necessary, in order to carry out the plans already 
arranged. 

The two men sat a t  the table. 
They talked ear-nestly, but Mr. Grimes could not 

tell one word from another, as  their conversation 
was in am un1;nown tongue. 

He grew iinpahient. 
Every minute acldetl to the risk. 
E~zrnaclemight 'be discovered. 
He was in  a, posit,ion to get tired nf liolding on, 

and then he n~igllt;I . c A  t ' l ~ oh a t  go. 
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Mr. Grimes feared the latter view of the case with 
less alarm than the former. 

Minutes passed. and minutes were precious. 
Then the men arosc. 
Would they leave the cabin? 
If so all would be well. 
He could get Katy out, and perhaps escape. 
One of the men went on deck. 
The other opened the door of the state-room, and 

entered it without ceremony. 
I t  was the middle room, the one he had mentioned 

to the steward as  that in which the girl was to be 
found when he brought his dainties. 

Now the coast was clear temporarily. 
Mr. Grimes coulcl wait no longer. 
He wanted to discowl- something. 
Stepping lightly over to the state-room which had 

been so recently vacated he went into it. 
Only a thin bulklieacl separated him from the ad- 

joining apartment. 
Listening he could hear a man's voice as  he tn1l;ecl 

a t  length, while occasionally the tones of a female 
sounded plainly enough. 

That was Katy. 
Mr. Grimes imngined her voice was inclignant a s  

though she spurned some proposition that would save 
her life a t  the expense of O'Connor. 

He had admired the girl before for her grit, and 
now he found no cause to feel otherwise than es-
tremely friendly toward her. 

Such bravery clcse~*ved rewarcl. 
He would go through fire and water in the cause of 

such a valiant little woman. 
But this was not busiacss. 
He l m l  entered this ~ m mwith a purpose. 
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Moving o w r  to the bulls'-eye window he opened it. 
Was it pohsible to pass tllrougl1? 
Hc was far from being a stout man, ancl this was 

a point in his favor. 
With the eswcisc of home agility he managed to 

draw himself out of the bulls'-eye. 
Was Barnacle near? 
As well as he could guess this was beyond the spot 

where the boat hacl been left: 
Straining his eyes he believcd he coulcl make out 

the little craft. 
Would a signal bring Barnacle to him? 
I t  was risky. 
Some hostile ear might catch the sound, and thus 

matters be precipitated. 
Still he would try. 
Barnacle was listening intently, ancl those on deck 

were clustered near the bow, on the lookout for any 
vessel sweeping on with the tide. 

The fog hacl thicli-enerl. 
There was danger of a collision, for sometimes 

boats move recklessly upon the rivers, when they 
ought to creep slowly along. 

After he had given the signal there came a mo-
ment of suspense. 

Then Mr. Grimes saw the boat moving along in 
his direction. 

Wide awake Barnacle had grasped the idea, ancl 
was floating along the side of the yacht, allowing the 
tide to swing his boat. 

Thus he came unde~meatl~ the bulls'-eye winclow 
where the detective hung. 

Their heads were together a minute, during which 
Mr. Qrimcs gave his tli~.ections. 

Then he crawlcd in again. 
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Fincling the cabin empty hc stepl)ed into it. 
A Imsty examinntion of the door showed hiin that 

it was stanch, and could be securecl. 
He put the bar  where it would do the most good. 
From this moment on his actions must be quick, 

for the danger incrensecl. 
Was Number Five still in the state-room, endsavor- 

ing to convince the girl that she must cornply with 
their ~lemancls to tray her lover? 

He  glided over to the cloor. 
I t  was ajar. 
The man was thore, for his voice could be heard. 
Mr. Grimes realized that  the man was using logic 

in order to convince Knty that she would be saving 
her lover's life by complying with their wishes, and 
writing a letter which was to tlecoy O'Connor 
aboard the yacht. 

Quietly the detective laid his hand oil tho cloor. 
At this inonlent there ,was a lnnnging at the cabin 

door, and the voice of the steward followecl. 
"It's me, cap'u-hyar's cle lady's luncheon." 
This preci1)itated matters. 
Mr. Grimes could no longer hold ba&. 
He tore open the door. 
The Peruvian turiiecl his head. 
He was just in time to see the old detective come 

flying into the little state-room. 
A collision was inevitable, for when Greek meets 

Q ~ e e kthere always comes the tug of war. 
Mr. Grimes 11arl the advantage of the surprise on 

his side. aid this goes it good way. 
On the other h a n d  the thug was a man possessing 

more musculm. powcr. 
Uadcr the circuinstanccs the clctective woultl have 

assailecl him list1 he Lecn a I-1ci.cules. 
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Before the other could prepare to receive him the 
man who sprang forward hat1 alighted upon the as- 
tonished gentleman from the Ancles. 

He had reason to be snrprisecl, considering the fact 
that this apparently infuriated stranger appeared so 
suddenly upon this private yacht, anchored out in 
the middle of the North River. 

Had he dropped from the clo~zcls? 
It was not known whether the man had ever 

seen Mr. Grimes before now. 
He recognized in him a deadly enemy, however. 
Every fiber in his frame was strung to its utmost 

tension in order to concentrate strength to withstand 
the desperate rush upon him. 

When the two men came together, such was the 
force of the detective's assault that both of them 
went over in a heap. 

Katy gave a feminine scream, and then, recog- 
nizing in Mr. Grimes the earnest friencl who had al-
ready aided her fortunes, she mentally prayed that 
he might win the day. 

Nor was she content with this. 
Katy proved herself an  able lieutenant. 
She picked up a billet of wood, and watched for a 

favorable chance to bring it clown upon the head of 
the man who held her captive. 

111order to clo this she must make sure that she did 
not strike her champion by mistake. 

They writhed about with such sucltlen twists and 
turns that Katy fuuntl no chance to enter her billet 
of wood in tlie contest. 

Each man was doing his level best to win. 
The thug believed his life to be tlie premium for 

which they fought, ancl any man will struggle cles- 
perately for such a stake as this. 
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Ou the other hnncl, Mr. Grimes had equally as 
much in the scales, seeing tliat he was even then in 
the lion's den. 

Besides, there was Katy. 
Her safety clepencled entirely upon the outcome 

of the strange battle. 
These things nerved the detective's arm. 
He had the advantage to begin with, and managed 

to keep it with his side. 
The struggle was wholly an assault on his part, 

and a strenuous defense with the thug. 
In the midst of the affair, as if it had not grown 

interesting enough, there came a series of tremen-
dous whacks on the cabin door. 

Undoubtedly the cries of the black steward had 
brought others to his aid. 

Unless something occurred to prevent it, their vio- 
lent assaults must soon break the door in. 

Then it  would be rough on Mr. Grimes. 
Would the thug he choked never give in? 
The grim old detective threw his weight forward, 

and clutched the man in a more terrible grasp. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE CHASE ON THE RIVER. 

There was no time for fooling. 
Child's play would not do when such tremendous 

issues were at stake. 
Should those who were endeavoring to break in 

the cabin door succeed in accomplishing their work 
before the detective had freed himself from the 
frenzied clutch of the man he was choking it was 
probable that serious trouble would fol.10~. 

The man was almost done for. 
Still he held on as though his one desire, even if 

death came to him, was to detain Mr. Grimes until 
the others arrived on the scene. 

Even his ears, though fast losing their power of 
hearing, had caught the sounds at the door, and his 
fading intellect grasped its meaning. 

But the detective, with one tremendous effort, 
broke loose from the desperate clutch. 

He hurled the almost senseless man against tha 
bunk at the side of the state-room. 

So far good. 
At this moment, however, an ominous sound 

greeted the ears of the brave rescuer. 
As he arose panting from his efforts toward re-

ducing his stubborn foe to a state where he would 
be no longer feared, he heard a crash proceeding 
from the cabin. 

No need to tell him what  it met~nt. 
The door ! 
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Uncler such strenuous efforts it had finally been 
torn loose from, its hinges. 

One more such push would send. it flying. 
Another emergency Imcl a.risen. 
How was it to be met? 
No need for Mr. Grimes to ponder over such a 

situation as this. 
He grasped the reins of the clifficulty, and with his 

customary skill guided the craft safely. 
His first act was to spring to the door of the little 

state-room, now the last loam-ier between himself 
and those thirsting for his blood. 

This he drew shut. 
Fortunate it was that this door opened outwardly. 
Force, to be used upon it, must be in the way of 

pulling, not shoving, and under such circumstances 
more resistance would be found. 

The door was frail. 
Hence Mr. Grimes chuclded as he shot the bolt 

into its socket. 
His next move was to drag the senseless Peruvian 

over and plant him against the door. 
Perhaps he would serve as a sort of bulwark 

against the savage assaults of his f iencls. 
All this was very good. 
I t  did not mean escape, however. 
The detective was apparently caught like a rat in 

a trap, and must filicl some means of leaving the lit- 
tle state-room ere it was too late. 

He heart1 the crnsli. that signified tlie fulling of .tihe 
cabin door. 

Then came the ~wsh of feet. 
Tile state-room tlooi- was savagely shnlwn. 
Evidently the lender of the oppositio1.1 had a pretty 

good idea a,sto the c;t;~te of af-fah. 
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Mr. Grimes was not itlle. 
He had proven lliinself a man of action in all he 

had undertaken so fur, and was not to Le found with 
his mouth gaping ope11 and his hands idle under 
such circumstimces as these. 

No sooner had he seen the senseless thug deposited 
beside the door than he made fur the little bulls'-eye 
window close by. 

To open it was the work of a second. 
He p~l t  his head out. 
The low signal was given. 
It wa;s answered. 
Mr. Grimes believed he c o ~ ~ l d  make out the boat 

just below him. 
He began to pass through the window. 
To clo this he hacl to go feet first. 
There was no more room than tlie law allowed, 

but enough, and that wns all he asked. 
When he hacl passed through he lowered himself 

until his feet were in the boat. 
Faithful Barnacle could be cleyei~led on. 
"Steady, Barnacle. " 
As he stood there Mr. Grimes' shoulders were just 

on a level with the bulls'-eye. 
He hacl to stand upon a thwart of the boat in order 

to bring this about. 
Now came a serious job. 

I 

How was Katy to be talien out? 
Her face already could be seen a t  the open port, 

but it was not as though she were a boy. 
This was no time for tickling at small things. 
She must come out'. 
"Put your arms out. Katy." 
The whisper rcnched her  ears. 
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Immediately the brave girl obeyed, and made her 
way half through the little opening. 

"Put your arms around my neck. Now, for 
Heaven's sake, hold fast or all is lost." 

"I will." 
"Barnacle, stencly tlle boat.'' 
"Ay, ay, sir, steady i t  is." 
All this in low tones, while the enemy were pound- 

ing upon the state-room door. 
The noise clrowned their words so that no one 

could hear save the party interested. 
"Now, Katy-out you come." 
He made a supreme effort. 
To keep his balance was no small task uncler the 

circumstances, but fortune often favors the brave, 
and nothing serious happenecl. 

Katy was deposited in the boat. 
Mr. Grimes straightened himself up for one last 

glance into the state-room. 
It was just a t  this juncture that the door gave 

way, having been smashed with a n  ax, and a hand 
pulled the bolt back. 

Mr. Grimes drew his revolver. 
He thought a little fright would do the fellows 

more good than harm. 
So he let several shots into the room. 
There were wild cries ancl confusion, although no 

one was hurt. 
"Push off, Barnacle." 
The waternlan was highly pleased over the won-

derful success that had attended their efforts thus 
far. 

I t  meant much to him. 
IVith cheerful alacrity he allowed the boat to drift 



along the side of the yacht, for they were very close 
to the stern. 

Dropping into his seat he picked up the oars, and 
was ready to dip them into the water just as  soon as 
they cleared the yacht. 

Meanwhile the greatest confusion reigned on board 
that trim little craft. 

Men shouted as if crazy. 
Several shots were fired in quick succession, but 

the51 evidently had been sent at random, for no dam- 
age res~~ltecl from them. 

Loud voices were heard giving orders. 
"Lower the boat !" 
"There they go !" 
"After them !" 
Three pairs of oars would be better than one. 
The only hope of the fugitives then was in the fog, 

which woulcl cover them. 
Once hidden from their pursuers it would be mere 

chance that might send the other boat directly upon 
their track. 

There was one point about the detective that had 
served him well in the past. 

He never trusted to chance. 
While always willing to take advantage of luck as 

it came in his way, he never put his reliance on it 
wholly. 

So it was in this case. 
When he hoped the fog and darkness would be- 

friend them, he prepared for the contrary. 
Seated in the sternsheets of the boat, he coolly 

took out the empty cartridges from his revolver, and 
replaced them with full ones. 

This was strictly in the line of business. 
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I F  their pnrsuel-s clicl not come upon them they 
wonlrl make the sllore quietly. 

Enruucle pulled like a, Trojail. 
His muscular power was something surprising, 

and it was all brought into play now. 
The loud-voiced orders had ceased. 
Looking back Mr. Grimes saw a light. 
It  was too near the water to be on the yacht., and 

hence thei-e was but one conclusion. 
Those who hacl entered the boat had taken a re-

flecting lantern with them. 
With this they were able to sce quite a distance 

aheacl of their boat's bow. 
This threatelled serious consec~uences. 
The boat was swcc1)ing down toward them. 
Three pairs of arms were certainly worth more 

than one, 110 matter how sturdy a pair the latter 
might be. 

One result alone must follow. 
There would be a discovery, followecl by a brisk 

battle on the water. 
Mr. Griines spoke in a low, steady tone. 
"Barnacle. " 
"Yes, sir." 
"Draw off to one side." 
"Ay, ay, sir." 
"T1ic.y will probably discover us in spite of all." 
"That lantern do shine like all possessecl." 
"If it wasn't for that we could escape." 
An idea flashed into Mr. Grimes' head. 
"Baimacle. " 
"Ay, ay." 
"If darlcnws surlclenly comes upon t lx  scene-that 

is if the lantern shoiilcl go out suiltlenly, turn s q a r e  
across our course, out into the stream, pull a few 
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strokes, sncl then allow her to float without a sound 
on 1)oartl. " 

"Good. " 
Perhaps Bnrnsclp coinprc~hentletl the plan which 

Mr. Grimes had in view, but the cliances were he 
only saw the result to be attained. 

It  was just as well. 
Results arc: what we seek in this worltl, anti some- 

times it seeins that men are not at all pilrti~ular as 
to the means emplvyetl to reach a given end. 

The pursuing boat was quickly overhauling them 
-there could be no doubt of that. 

Had there been clarlmoss alone to contelicl with 
the light must have already rcachccl them, but the 
fog hung around like a halo. 

"There comes a ferry-boat !" 
Sure enough, a monster, all aflame, seemed to be 

bearing down upon them. 
For a moment their hearts were i11 their throats, 

so to speak 
With indescribable sensations of relief they saw 

the ferry-boat move past on the left. 
Had they been in its course, having no light, iioth- 

ing could have saved them. 
Scarcely was this danger over with than the other 

peril faced them. 
A shout ! 
It  told ol: discovery. 
The fog had lifted a trifle, as it often will, and sl- 

lowed the light of the lantern to reach the spot 
where tbey chanced to be at the time. 

The emergency ha t l  t~risen. 
HOW would Mr. Grimes meet it? 
He had alreatly formed his plan. 
Averse to shedding l~unian blood, even upon such 
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provocation as this, Xr. Grimes meant to accom-
plish his end without it. 

"Steady, Earnacle, a n d  remember. " 
As he spoke he left his scat. 
Crouching in the stern of the boat he held his re- 

volver with both hantls. 
It was pointed toward the craft of their pursiwrs, 

and eviclently Mr. Grimes intenclecl sending a leaden 
messenger that way. 

Not long did he tarry. 
The pursuing boat crept stea.clily on, gaining of 

course faster since Banlacle had stoppecl rowing. 
That worthy was holrling hinlself in readiness for 

the time when those behind would extinguish the 
light that made them such a target. 

Crack ! went the detective's revolver. 
The result was instantaneous. 
There was a jingling of glass, and the night breeze 

rushing through the broken lantern immediately 
extinguished the light. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

G A G - E D  I N  A D E N .  

Darkness succeeclecl. 
Mr. Grimes had played his game well. 
When he fired it had not been with the idea in 

view that by bringing sudden consternation among 
his foes they might escape. 

Barnacle did not forget his share of the game. He 
began to send the boat out farther into the stream 
with a few powerful pulls. 

Then, a t  a word from Mr. Grimes, he desisted. 
Silence rested on the scene. 
The wherry, with its three occupants, floated 

calmly upon the bosom of the stream, borne on by 
the influence of the young flood tide. 

Hark ! 
The sound of oars rattling in the rowloclw reached 

their ears. 
Alreacly the enemy was in pursuit. 
Having seen just where the wherry was when the 

light went out, the purmers hopcd to run down upon 
them in this way. 

But for Mr. Grimes' forethought they would have 
succeeded, too. 

The boat came on with a rush. 
"All b e d  down," whispered the detective. 
Whether this was to escape flying balls, or to 

lessen the chances of discovery the others could not 
of course say. 

They obeyed implicitly. 



Mr. Grimes himself crouchctl in the stern, still 
clasping the fuitllful little revolver that hail al-
ready servwl them such a gootl turn. 

He was ready to (lo l)attl(.if need be. 
There was a rush, a swccping snrmd, and thry 

could just faintly see a moving object through the 
heavy fog, passing up tllc river. 

Then it went out of sight. 
They wore safe, for the time being, a t  least. 
"Now pull for the shore, Bariiacle." 
"New Pork?" 
"Yes." 
On they went. 
Every few minutes Mr. Grimes wo~dcl ask the 

waterman to cease ~mving. 
At such tinws he aplwt~red to listen critically. 
In this way he made sure that the larger craft was 

not bearing down upon them. 
He knew they were making erratic curves hither 

and thither, in the hope of striking the object of 
their earnest search. 

Success seemed to perch upon the banner of our 
friends, for as time passed away they saw no signs 
of their enemies. 

Possibly thc heavier craft belonging to the steam- 
yacht had gone .too far up stream. 

The shore was near by. 
They could see the lights of the city twinkling 

through the fog. 
Hurrah ! 
The victory had been won. 
"We've beaten 'ern, captain," said Barnacle. 
"Listen !" 
The sound of oars could be heard. 
It came from below. 
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Evidently some boat was aclvancing along a line 
that would bring it between them and the shore 
they sought to reach. 

What boat could it be save the one they had 
such good reason to fear. 

The shore was so near, and the fog rising that 
there seemed but one alternative. 

They must push on. 
"Pull for the shore. Strain every sinew. We 

must reach it." 
Barnacle needed no urging. 
He took hold with a mighty vim, and the boat 

seemed to fairly fly through the water. 
Loud voices testified to the fact that their enemies 

knew of their presence. 
Both boats moved rapidly. 
Their camrnon clestination seemed to be a sma1.l 

pier or bulkhead that jutted out into the water. 
Which would reach it first? 
Barnacle had the advantage of a shorter distance. 
On the other hand, the larger boat was bearing 

down with the tide, a i d  was moreover propelled by 
the brawn of three sturdy men. 

"We win !" 
As Mr. Grimes said this the wherry glided along 

the old dock. 
The other craft was several boat lengths away. 
Barnacle sprang out. 
Like a flash he had whipped the painter around 

a projecting beam, and turned just in time to assist 
Katy out of the boat. 

"Halt ! or it will cost you dear." 
The little party heeded not the words of the man 

who shouted so f erouiously. 
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He was the leader of their pursuers, and the one 
Mr. Grimes had designated as Number Six. 

As they ran off' the old dock they heard the heavy 
boat come against it with a crash that must have 
caused consternation among her crew. 

Would they pursue? 
Dared they attempt to use force in the streets of 

New York? 
Their leader seemed equal to anything. 
Besides, Mr. Grimes did not like the looks of the 

neighborhood just here. 
It was a low place. 
Lumber yards abounded. 
What houses were to be seen were of a squalid 

order, and taken in all he knew this to be one of the 
toughest parts of the city aftex dark. 

One thing he regretted. 
This was sending the hack away. 
Had it been waiting for them how easily they 

could have distanced their pursuers. 
But that was something out of the question. 
Those in their rear were already advancing. 
Looking back Mr. Grimes saw the five men flit 

past the lamp at the corner. 
They gave him the impression of murderous 

thugs, tracking their intended victims. 
An unexpected thing occurred here. 
Several men who had been lounging in front of a 

low groggery joined in the pursuit. 
Perhaps some quick words of the leader had 

brought them into his service. 
This added to the difficulty. 
Katy ran like a deer. 
Her presence did not impede them, but for all that 

the enemy seemed to gain. 



131 THE IRISH XIONTE CRISTO'S SEARCH. 


They had now left the lumber district. 
Houses were on ali sides. 
Some were small affairs, others tenements. 
As the hour was not late men were upon the 

streets, particularly around saloons. 
One fellow thought he would be smart, and jumped 

in front of them. 
"Stop !" 
Barnacle gave him a thump that must have al- 

most dislocated his spine. 
Jumping over the fallen man Barnacle ran on -.

after the other two. 
He took it upon himself to be a sort of rear guard. 
Another singular thing happened. 
A man who was walking hurriedly down the 

street, having come from the nearest elevated rail- 
road station probably, suddenly stopped just a dozen 
paces in front of them. 

"Heaven be praised-it is Katy !" was the wonder- 
ful exclamation that broke from his lips. 

"O'Connor !" cried Mr. Grimes. 
It was indeed the Irish Monte Cristo. 
How he came upon the scene at  this opportune 

moment, when Mr. Grimes supposed him to be at  the 
hotel, will be made clear in time. 

Just then there was no chance for explanations. 
O'Connor seized Katy's left arm. 
Thus she had another defender on the spot, one 

who would shed his last drop of blood for her if need 
be, but this did not make their flight any the more 
rapid. 

Their pursuers gained upon them. 
Besides, their numbers had increased until they 

now looked like a mob. 
The cunning Peruvian loudly swore that it was his 
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wife being abducted by two villains, and the crowd, 
ever eager for excitement, awaited no second invita- 
tion to join in the chase pell-mell. 

Something must be done. 
They would be overtaken ere another block had 

been gone over. 
Mr. Grimes conceived the only available plan. 
"Barnacle. " 
"Ay, ay, sir. " 

! "Come alongside. ? '  

The burly waterman did so. 
He guessed that his patFon, whom he had served 

so faithfully, had made up his mind to attempt some 
desperate plan. 

"You know where the police station is?" 
"Yes." 
"Run there. Tell them there is a riot here. 
Give my name, Obed Grimes, to the captain." 
"I will. " 
"We will seek shelter in  some house." 
The chance came. 
"Dart in here O'Connor." 
While the waterman ran on the others slipped into 

an  open door-way. 
Mr. Grimes shut the door and, finding a bolt, shot 

it hurriedly into its socket. 
Such a barrier would not stand long before the 

fury of an excited mob. 
So far as any of them knew they were in some sort 

of arched passage that led back to regions as pet 
unexplored. 

"Come, we must waste no time here. Lead Katy, 
O'Connor, while I move on aheacl." 

The detec.tive speedily arrived a t  a door. 
He turned the knob. 
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Finding the door open was like an invitation to 
enter, which he did not mean to refuse. 

When all -were in he secured this door. 
Meanwhile the mob had arrived, and taken up its 

station in front of the house. 
Loud shouts rent the air. 
Mr. Chimes believed they would carry the place 

by storm, and his only hope lay in the expected ar- 
rival of the detkchment of police. 

If they could keep their eager foes at bay for a cer- 
.U
tain length of time well and good. 

"Let me explore a little," he said. 
Leaving them there he began to grope his way up 

a flight of stairs. 
When he had reached the top he saw a light. 
I t  seemed to come from a door that stood ajar. 
Here was the chance he desired to learn the nature 

of the inmates of the house. 
Perhaps they could count on them for assistance, 

and then again it might never do. 
He glided forward. 
Touching the door he pushed it open a few inches 

farther, so as to give him a fair view. 
What he saw filled him with wonder. 
Disgust, too, filled his soul. 
Some eight or ten men were in the room. 
They sat a t  a table, and upon this piles of chips 

and money lay beside cards. 
A man, who seemed to be the dealer, had a silver 

case from which a spring had just ejected a card. 
These men were gamblers. 
The laws of the city were being vigorously en- 

forced by the police, and men of this class had to 
find quiet houses in obscure parts of the city in order 
to carry on their peculiar business. 
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Some strange freak of fortune had taken them 
into this den just now. 

What amused the old detective, though this was 
no time for merriment, was the expression of 
mingled wonder and alarm on the faces of the game- 
sters as the racket from outside reached their ears. 

They looked actually astounded. 
What could it mean? 
Some of them began ramming money into their 

pockets in mad haste. 
Others sprang to the windows. 
The dark curtains were drawn aside, and they 

saw the mob in the street. 
At the same time the crowd saw them, and of 

course believed these were the men they chased. 
Shouts, imprecations, and stones began to fly. 
Some even set to work banging in the door. 
The gamblers' alarm increased. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE HOUSE O F  HORRORS. 

The stones crashed through the windows, and cre- 
ated a panic. 

Flight was the first thought of the gamesters. 
" This was no attack of the police, and seemed a 

very mysterious affair to them, but it was quite evi- 
dent that the motley crowd gathered outside meant 
serious mischief. 

Mr. Grimes stepped aside. 
He saw them coming. 
Bursting through the door they ran dong the hall 

until the stairs were reached. 
Up these they flew, reaching the third floor. 
"The trap ! the trap !" he heard one say. 
That gave him a good idea as to the means they 

meant to employ in order to escape. 
These gambling dens generally have some back 

door or other means of exit, +here, in case of an as- 
sault on the part of the police, the players can find 
a chance of escape. 

In this one the opening was overhead. 
Quickly he made his way to the stairs. 
"O'Connor !" 
"Yes. " 
"Come as fast as you can." 
There was need of haste. 
The mob, without having broken the windows of 

the house, had beaten in the door a t  the end of the 
passage. 
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They were a t  the door below. 
O'Connor had obeyed orders, and remained where 

he was left, but believing the mad rioters must de- 
scend upon him speedily when he heard their out- 
cries just beyond the door, he had drawn his revol- 
ver, resolved to make them pay dearly ere thcy c i t  
him down from Katy's defense. 

I t  was just then that Mr. Grimes' welcome voice 
sounded above, calling him up. 

No time was lost in obeying, for he had the most 
implicit confidence in the detective. 

Truly, what Mr. Grimes had succeeded in doing 
ought to have been enough to establish his reputa- 
tion alone. 

When O'Connor and Katy reached the top of the 
stairs they found Mr. Grimes. 

A few words explained matters, and they made for 
the next flight of stairs. 

"Where's the trap?" asked O'Connor. 
"There-see, the last fellow is just passing through 

it. Now we'll have a chance to see where he goes." 
Mr. Grimes clambered up the ladder as fast as he 

could go, leaving the others to follow. 
As he crawled out on the roof he saw the last man 

of the gamesters about entering another house by 
means of a trap. 

It was a very old trick. The detective had seen it 
applied before, under somewhat similar circum-
stances. Already the mob was below and scattering 
through the house. 

The gaming instruments, together with the scat- 
tered coins in the main room, might keep them for a 
short time, but the leader would soon stir them up to 
the search again. 

Once on the roof they made for tho other trap. 
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Strange adventures, indeed, had befallen them on 
this night. 

Perhaps there were others ahead in -the untried 
future still more singular. 

Who could say? 
To the consternation of O'Connor and the vexa- 

tion of the detective, when they reached the trap of 
the house in which the gamblers had vanished it was 
fo~mclto be fast. 

The last gamester, no other than the cool dealer 
himself, had secured it below. 

I11 vain were their efforts to open it. 
The fastening held. 
Since this route of escape was shut off they must 

cast about for another. 
Mr. Grimes lookecl about him. 
Here the darkness was not intense, as it had been 

on the river, and the many lights of the city helped 
to dissipate it to a degree. 

Where could they go? 
O'Connor sprang to try another trap. 
The detective saw a single chance. 
There was a roof adjoining, which had a couple 

of dormer windows breaking its slope. 
He found it not very difficult to crawl along the 

gutter and reach the nearest of these. 
Without any foolish investigation, in order to see 

whether the room beyond was occupied or not, he 
made the attempt to open the window. 

It  gave way. 
This was enough, and he hastened back to lead 

the others to what seemed. to be their sole chance. 
Again Katy's courage was put to the test. 
Lucky, indeed, it was she possessed such grit. 
The Irish .Monte Cristo was proud of her, and he 
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gloried in the thought that this brave girl was his 
own true, faithful love. 

Risky though the proceeding was, no acciclent 
happened while they were crossing over the narrow 
gutter of the house. 

The very clarkness aided them, as they could not 
see the giddy depths below. 

Through the dormer windows they pushed. 
Intense darkness lay beyond. 
There was something strange in thus entering n 

house from the roof without the faintest knowledge 
of its character. 

Although the other building had contained a set 
of gamblers, this one might be the home of honest 
people, who would object to having strangers invade 
their domicile in this way. 

Hence it was possible that their first intimation of 
the owner's displeasure might come in the shape of 
a pistol shot. 

It was not a pleasant prospect. 
They had embarked for the campaign, and as the 

danger in front was only a possibility, while that in 
the rear was a stern reality, their safest course was 
to go on. 

At any rate they had apparently left their veno-
mous pursuers in the lurch. 

Unless some one of them had chanced to be on the 
roof at  the time Mr. Grimes ancl his party entered 
the dormer window, they would not know where 
the fugitives had gone. 

Fortune often favors the brave, and as our friends 
had proven their title to this qualification they could 
expect that their movement would be attended with 
mccess, 
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Mr. Grimes knew there must be a door to the 
apartment he had entered. 

He groped around for this. 
Finally he found it. 
"Come this way," he whispered. 
The others, guided by the sound of his voice, fol- 

lowed after him. 
Thus they worked along until a flight of steps was 

reached leading below. 
Mr. Grimes came very near falling clown them, but 

timely grasping the post at the head saved him. 
The detective's object was to reach the street as 

soon as possible. 
If they could steal away without any of the mob 

seeing them all woulcl be well. 
When, after descending the stairs, they found 

themselves on the second floor, it became a question 
as to which way the line of retreat lay, for their 
position was mised. 

The house suemed to be a queer structure, differ- 
ing from the general run. 

Mr. Grimes had his mask lantern-he seldom 
went without it. 

Finding a corner he struck a match. 
Even in this the detective fihowed his breeding. 
He never carried the ordinary matches, but in- 

stead wax ones that ignited softly. 
The crackling of the ordinary parlor match woulcl 

have betrayed him on many an occasion when se-
crecy was necessary. 

Thus the lantern was lighted without a sound tell- 
ing of the fact. 

He'Yonnd this better. 
Their surro.unclings could now be seen when the 

little mask was drawn back. 
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They appeared to be in a scluare hall. 
Several doors opened on it. 
No stairs leading below could be seen, and this 

was the mysterious part of it. 
Probably they were behind one of these doors. 
Cautioning the Irish Monte Cristo and his fair 

companion to remain very quiet, the detective set 
about finding out the truth. 

He stepped up to the nearest door. 
Listening cautiously beside it, he could detect no 

sounds on the other side. 
Thus emboldened he placed his hand on the h o b ,  

and gently turned it. 
The door gave way. 
Nothing lay there to prevent his opening it. 
He stepped silently through, almost closing the 

door behind him, and then he raised the mask, al- 
lowing the light of his reflector to shine. 

What he saw staggered him. 
He appeared to be in a doctor's den. 
Around the walls were scores of things to indicate 

this fact. 
Slceletons were in glass cases-one hung suspended 

by a cord from the ceiling, and it was a wonder that 
Mr. Grimes had not come in contact with it on enter- 
ing the room. 

A table occupied the center. 
It  was toward this the eyes of the detective wan- 

dered after a quick glance around. 
m y ?  
There was an awful fascination about the object 

covered with a white sheet that lay there. 
He knew it was a human body. 
Medical students become accustomed to these 

things, and think nothing of them, but to even the 
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strongest mind not brought into claily contact with 
the grisly monster death, there is a horrible attrac- 
tion about his workings. 

Even Mr. Grimes felt it. 
This body had nothing to do with his case, so far 

as he knew, and could afford no clew to the solution 
of the problem covering their exit. 

Still there was a terrible fascination about it. 
Hardly knowing what he was doing, he stepped 

up and took hold of the sheet. He gently raised it. 
The light of his lantern fell upon a face. 
I t  was that of a woman. 
She had been beautiful in life. 
Now her face looked as though chiseled out of 

Parian marble, so white it was. 
Mr. Grimes coverecl it over with the sheet. 
His hand was reverential, for death in any form 

was sacred to him. 
Another glance he took aro~md. 
Several doors were seen besides the one he had 

used in entering. 
Did any lead to the stairs? 
He stepped to the first and openecl it. 
I t  had a narrow passage beyond, but he saw no 

signs of stairs. 
The second door showed him a closet, in which 

were buncllccl various things relating to the business 
of an anatomist-bones, a skull or two, tools of 
various kincls. 

Mr. Grimes shut the door with a snap. 
He had better get out of this den. 
Stay, there was one inure door. 
-7Upon trying to open it he founcl it fast, but notic-

ing a key in the lock, turned it. 
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As he threw the door open he uttered an ejacula-
tion of sudden alarm. 

Before him he saw a fienclish shape-a great chim- 
panzee, with glittering eyes and shining teeth. 

The animal was alive, kept here as a pet by the 
strange man who had this den. 

Mr. Grimes would have shut the door and fas- 
tened it again, but before he could do such a thing 
the anirnal sprang a t  him. 

He retreated, holding the lantern so that the glow- 
ing light dazzled the brute's eyes. 

This was all that saved him from a personal en-
counter with this black monster. 

The giant ape, getting free from the closet, seemed 
to realize that there was a path of escape there. 

Evidently lie had been out before now. 
Believing he was about to be assailed by the ugly 

brute, Mr. Grimes hastily drew his revolver. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

A TERRIBLE MEETING. 

Had the chimpanzee attacked him Mr. Grimes 
woulcl have fired. 

As these animals are very tenacious of life it is 
probable that the bullet from his revolver woulcl not 
have ended the brute. 

The result must be a desperate encounter, in which 
he might get the worst of it. 

Luckily the chimpanzee appeared to be afraid of 
the light. 

Backing away from it, the brute came to the half 
opened door leading to the narrow passage. 

It  uttered a so~mrl that seemed to Mr. Grimes to be 
one of satisfaction, and immediately vanishecl. 

The detective was glad to escape the desperate en- 
counter, for he had no liking in that direction. 

As this room had been barren of results in the line 
he was working, Mr. Grimes made for the door, by 
means of which he had entered. 

Only a couple of minutes or so had passed since 
his leaving the others. 

To his intense surprise they were gone. 
He f o ~ ~ n d  the square hall just in the same condi- 

tion as before. 
There were the numerous doors leading from it to 

unknown quarters. 
But it was empty. 
Mr. Grimes rubbed his eyes. 
He conlrl,bad ly  believe his seusc~. 
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Surely he had left O'Connor aliil Katy standing 
close together at this point, and yet it was vacant 
now beyond a possibility of doubt. 

Hacl they simply chsnged their. position T 
He flashed the light around. 
I t  renchcd the starting point without his seeing 

the slightest trace of the inissing ones. 
Surely harm coulcl not have befallen them while 

he was near by. 
His hearing was acute. 
He could not have missed catching some sound in 

case they had been set upon. 
One possibility remained. 
Perhaps they had believed the hall to be public, 

and while awaiting .the detective's return had 
stepped into the nearest room at Ilmd. 

Ah ! this seemed plausible. 
I11 low tones he called: 
"O'C01111or !" 
There was no answer. 
He raised his voicc a trifle, and repeated the call, 

without any satisfaction. 
This was siagular. 
What under the sun could have befallen them? 
Surely they were under a star of ill-luck, and yet 

at times the venture gave the most proinising signs 
of success. 

Mr. Grimes never cried over spilled milk. 
He found tlie affair had gotten into a most unex- 

pected snarl, and it behooved him to take out the 
Imots without delay. 

He took a, piece of chalk. 
With this he marked a white cross upon tlie door 

from which he hacl just issued. 
At the same time he tiirned the key in the lock. 
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Thus he hit two birds with one stone. 
The white cross would prevent his wasting time 

entering the den of horrors again, while the locked 
cloor woulcl keo,p the ugly chimpanzee from making 
a stealthy inarch 011 his rear. 

Then Mr. Grimes took anothcr survey. 
Here was the exact spot where O'Connor and Iiaty 

had stood when last he saw them. 
Opposite a door was ajar. 
Hacl they gone that way? 
Mr. Grimes remembered that the door had been in 

that same condition when he was there before, and 
besides he did not believe O'Connor coulcl have gone 
to it in the dark. 

If he had retreated from the spot it must have been 
through the nearest exit. 

There was a cloor within reach. 
When the detective tried it he found it locked on 

the other side. 
This fact (lid not cause him to believe his friends 

might not have passed through. 
Had they done this thing it would have been natu- 

ral to have fastened the cloor. 
Out came a peculiar pair of tweezers. 
These were thrust into the keyhole. 
They fastened on to the end of the key with a most 

powerful grip. 
After that all that was necessary was for the hu- 

man arm a t  the other end to give a twist, and the 
whole job was clone. 

The door gave way. 
Mr. Grimes had already conceived a healthy re- 

spect for this strange housc, 
Evidently the cloctcw who !iyr,d here was an erratic 
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genius, and loved to dwell amicl the most terrible 
implements of his business. 

Few physicians have a private clissecting room at  
their homes. 

This man mmt be some queer specialist, ancl there 
might yet be further horrors in his place of residence 
which a man of Mr. Grimes' prowling nature would 
be sure to run across. 

Under these circumstances, then, the detective acl- 
vanced in fighting trim. 

He desired to be ready for business. 
In one hand he held the little mask lantern, which 

could be manipulated so that by the pressure of a 
finger the mask fell or arose. 

Thus, at a second's warning he could bring com-
plete darkness upon the scene, or flash that glaring 
eye into the face of a burglar. 

In his other hand he held the revolver. 
Thus ready to meet anything in the shape of an 

adventure, Mr. Grimes advanced. 
As he pushed through the door-way he looked 

keenly arouilcl him. 
It was a room he entered. 
He saw nothing ~musual about it, and was puz-

zling his brain over the matter, when all at once he 
uttered a cry. 

Bending dowil he picked something from the floor, 

- and turned the light of his lantern upon it. 
"They have been here, beyond a doubt." 
He had found a glove. 
Not ten minutes before he had seen I h t y  holding 

it in her hanct. 
This gave him a clew. 
At th? same ~,J,wit increased the mystery of the 

p8ffair: 
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If O'Connor and Eaty had been in this room where 
were they now? 

He g m e  the Irish Monte Cristo credit for having a 
cool head. 

I t  woulcl not be like him to endeavor to find his 
way out of here alone. 

There must be a cause, and he woulcl learn it all in 
good time. 

Just now he meant to track them. 
A hound might have followed by his scent, but the 

detective being a man, was gifted with no such 
powers, and had to use his cunning. 

Of one thing he was sure. 
They had entered by this door, but had not gone 

out the same way, for it was locked. 
He looked along. 
A passage opened before him, which without hesi- 

tation he followed. 
All the while he kept a sharp lookout both for his 

friends and any danger. 
A few steps brought him to a bend, and he hesi- 

tated, hardly knowing which direction to take in 
order to escape. 

While thus undecided there suddenly arose a 
woman's scream. 

Surely that was Katy. 
Then came the sharp report of a pistol. 
Mr. Grimes lost not another second. 
He had good evidence now that the friemls whom 

he sought were in trouble. 
The noise had come from the left, and he a t  once 

turned in that quarter. 
He had just noticed the fact that there was a light 

in that direction, when again he heard the signal of 
distress-a woman's scream. 
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What was that? 
Some dark object came between him a n d  the light. 
The mask was down over his lantern, so that he 

himself was shrouded in darkness. 
He stood motionless. 
Moans reached his ears. 
There came also a chattering sound, like that pro-

duced by the monster chimpanzee when he broke 
from his closet prison, ancl caused the bold detective 
to fall back. 

Without a doubt the huge ape was aclvancing 
along the passage-way. 

Mr. Grimes felt a thrill pass through him. 
The possibility of an encounter was far from 

pleasant thought. 
At the same time he had no iden of avoiding j t, be- 

lieving as he did that the brute held one whose life 
was endangered. 

By this time the shuffling noise had come close to 
the detective. 

He believed it was near enough. 
Action must take the place of thought. 
There was a pressure of the finger, and up fiew the 

mask. 
A low growling ensued. 
There was the inonster ape, gnashing his teeth 

with f~lrious rage. 
His countenance, hideous by nature, was rendered 

doubly so by his passion. 
In one long hairy arm he claspeci to his side the 

slender figure of ICaty Sullivan. 
The girl appeared almost senseless with fright, 

and small blaine tu her that the s i t~~ t t ion  appalled 
even her brave spirit. 
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That the shot Mr. Grimes had heard hacl not been 
wasted was evident. 

Blood flowed fron~ the body of the ape. 
His left arm hung uselcss at his side. 
If O'Connor fired that shot, as was most likely the 

case, he had come within an inch of the heart of the 
shaggy monster. 

Where was 07Connor? 
Dead? 
Surely the brave Irish Monte Cristo woulcl never 

have allowed Katy to be torn from his side by this 
animal fiend while lie had strength left in his arm 
to defend his love. 

Thought is like the lightning flash. 
I t  passes through the mind, and annihilates space 

in the twinlding of an eye. 
Mr. Grinlcs lost no time. 

He was ready to attack the brute, but saw that 
there was no need of this. 

The ape was belligerent. 
On the previous occasion it had been cowed by the 

strong glare of the bulls'-eye. 
Now the pain of its wound caused the animal to 

forget all this. 
Ih-oppiug Katy it  prepared to leap. 
Once a t  close quarters with the monster the detec- 

tive's case woulcl be hopeless. 
He lcnew this. 
Nevertheless his hand was steady when he threw 

his revolver out on a line covering the body of his 
hairy antagonist. 

The animal only hacl one well arm. 
Perhaps this was why it clroppecl ICaty, so as to be 

unincumberecl. 
Mr. Grimes pulled the trigger. 



Hardly had the report soundecl than with his 
thumb he drew the hnnlmer back again. 

All the while he kept the light steady. 
The great ape endeavored to spring forward, but 

fell flat to the floor. 
Snarling and snapping its teeth the animal made a 

desperate attempt to rise. 
Failing in this it began to creep in the direction of 

the man who had fired. 
Seeing there was still enough life left in his hairy 

antagonist to give him trouble if they came into con- 
tact, the detective aimed his weapon, and sent a ball 
crashing into his head. 

That ended it. 
The ape shuddered, made a spasmodic kick or 

two, and stiffened out. 
Death had come. 
Mr. Grimes did not wait for this. 
He was already beside t l ~ e  girl. 
Katy's eyes were open-she was alive, thank 

Heaven ! 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

The girl reachecl her feet with the assistance of 
the detective. 

As her eyes fell upon the stiffening form of the 
dead ape she shuddered. 

"Where is O'Connor?" asked Mr. Grimes. 
"011, it was terrible. After he fired the brute 

knocked hiin back against the wall. I fear that my 
poor Reclmoild may be killed." 

"We must see to this, Ihty." 
"I am myself again, never fear, sir." 
She chew her hand across her face in a strange 

way, as if in so doing she would clear all cobwebs 
from her mind. 

"Lead me to the spot where this occurred. You 
saw it all, you say?" 

"Yes." 
"Then there must have been a light." 
"Yes, yes. We had entered the room hoping to 

find you there, when this awful brute suddenly ap- 
peared. Reclmoild fired, it sprang on him, and then 
carried me off as if I were a babc. " 

"I saw a light yontler. Come, we will go." 
He drew her with him. 
There was hardly any need of this, for poor Katy 

seemed just as anxious to reach the side of her lover 
as he could be. 

Thus, in less than a lziliute. they reached the door 
of the room indicated, 
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A lamp burned within. 
Mr. Grimes cast about him for the Irish Monte 

Cristo, fearing lest he shoulcl find his friend lying 
there with his skull crushecl in. 

To his surprise no hunlau bocly met his gaze. 
The room coiitainecl articles of furniture. 
A couple of chairs upset told where the tussle llacl 

lately taken place. 
Could O'Connor have recovered, ancl chasing after 

the terrible animal, mistaken his way? 
Perhaps this was not the room. 
He t ~ ~ r n e d  to the girl. 
Katy was gazing, the picture of astonishment. 
"Is this the place?" 
"I am sure of it. " 
"Rut O'Connor is not here." 
"Not now. I saw him fall, ailcl lie quite still as  if 

he were cleacl. Oh, misery!" 
"Tell me where did he lie?" 
"By yonder chair, which he pullecl over with him." 
He could ask for u o t l h g  plainer tlmn that. 
In  another nioinent the detective was bending 

over the spot iiitlicatecl. 
He gave a grunt. 
All doubt as  to O'Connor having lain there was 

immeditately dissipated. 
Traces of blood could be seen. 
Now the single mystery remained, had the Irish 

Monte Cristo gone away of his own accord, or been 
clragged off in his senseless conclition? 

This called for the detective's greatest skill. 
He again bent clown to solve the puzzle. 
Little things told him much. 
O'Connor ]lad beon dragged out. 



153 THE IItISIT. A,lONTECRISTO'S SEARCH. 

More than that, he had been taken by the heels as  
unceremoniously as  a hog. 

The clew-finder turned to Katy. 
"Why did you leave the hall?' 
"We saw a light through a door opposite. Watch-

ing we saw an old man with long white hair and the 
wildest face in the worltl advancing. 

"Relieving he was coming on to the hall, and that 
we should be cliscoverecl, Retlnioncl oyeaecl the near- 
est door and pushed me through. 

"Then he followed and locked it. 
"Afterward, believing the old man had gone, we 

hunted for the door which we had lost. 
"At last we believecl it found, ancl unlocking it 

groped along until we realizecl we were lost. 
"Just then we saw a light ahead, and it was a wel-

come sight. 
"As we entered this room that terrible monster 

sprang out, and-you know the rest." 
Thus one mystery was cleared up. 
O'Connor hacl acted for the best. 
But what terrible strait, was the brave man in? 
"That old fellow has been here." 
Mr. Grimes held up a long white hair which he 

had found beside the spot where O'Connor had lain. 
He left Katy again-there was no help for it. 
It was easy for his trained eye to mark the path 

along which the senseless O'Connor had been 
dragged by the oclcl-looking doctor. 

Various marks betrayed it. 
He reached a door. 
Kady would not be left behind. 
She was now besjclc him. 

"It was out of here that beast came," she said. 
This gave thc detective an idea. 
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The passage resembled that one leading from the 
dissecting room, down which the chattering ape had 
fled after their first encounter. 

A chilly feeling passed over Mr. Grimes. 
From what the girl hacl said he had a dim idea 

that this weird looking old doctor was out of his 
mind on some subjects. 

Perhaps he would believe this was another sub- 
ject for dissection, that had rained down into his 
house in a mysterious way. 

No time was to be lost. 
"Katy. " 
"Yes, sir. " 
"Follow after me, but keep some ten feet away. 

When I stop you do the same." 
"Sure you call depend upon me, only find my poor 

Redmond. " 
"Make no futher sound." 
"I am dumb, sir." 
The girl was as bright as she was pretty. 
Mr. Grimes started swiftly along the passage. 
Every foot he advanced he became the more firmly 

convinced that 11% suspicions were right. 
If so, then he must soon come to the door leading 

into the dissecting room. 
To experiment he suddenly shut off his light. 
It was well. 
Ahead of him he saw what looked like a single 

fiery eye piercing the darkness. 
It  did not puzzle him. 
He knew instantly that it was a light shining 

through a keyhole in a door. 
Yes, to prove it he cliscovered traces of light a t  

the point where the door and floor adjoined. 
This fact but strengthened his conviction that the 
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dissecting room lay beyond, now illuminated be-
cause the master of the house was there. 

Mr. Grimes did not halt. 
The presence of that light only told him that he 

was needed a t  the front. 
Another moment am1 he was at  the door. 
Strange sountls came to his ear. 
I t  was like the chuckling of some demon. 
Perhaps the old doctor had a fit companion in the 

huge ape he had kept as a pet. 
Without wasting time in speculation the old de- 

tective gently opened the door. 
His presence was not noticed. 
What he saw almost paralyzed him with horror. 
Upon the dissecting table, beside the still form 

covered by a sheet, lay O'Connor. 
Blood was upon his face. 
To all appearances he was dead. 
Bending over him Mr. Grimes saw the old man 

spoken of by Icaty. 
He was indeed a singular character. 
His long white hair, his wrinkled, almost hidden, 

face, the unnatural, insane gleam of his eyes-all 
these things united to make him an object who 
wo~~lclattract attention on the streets. 

Mr. Grimes had never seen his equal off the stage 
he was positive. 

Just then the crazy anatomist was in a position 
that suggested evil designs. 

He was in the act of picking up a keen-pointed 
dissecting knife. 

His ear had been close to the heart of his intended 
subject, and he had heard its throbbings. 

The Idea of a l ive  subject was something to en- 
rage the insane professor. 
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He would not stand it. 
The clissecting knife was raised. 
Mr. Grimes had his revolver. 
He never liked to shed human blood, but this macl- 

man was about to take the life of his friend and em- 
ployer, and. brave O'Connor must not 'be sacrificed 
to the whim of such a creature. 

That revolver had already clone good work on this 
night, and it was able to do more. 

But Mr. Grimes dicl not fire. 
It was not because he was too late. 
One of O'Connor's arms sudclenly shot upward. 
His hands struck the arm of the macl doctor, and 

his fingers closed, over his wrist. 
Thus the would-be assassin found himself baffled 

of his prey. 
Nor ciid O'Connor stop here. 

His other hand made a dive for the wrinkled 
throat of his persecutor. 

Securing a hold here he half drew himself up. 
It was a sight Mr. Grimes would never forget if he 

lived thirty years. 
The strange room with its horrible contents-the 

weird light of a lamp made in a hanging skull-the 
wizard of a doctor with his vel.vet jacket, long white 
hair, and cunning face, and last of all the young 
Iris11 Monte Cristo battling for his life, bloocl mark- 
ing one side of his face, the result of his encounter 
with the monster ape some time before. 

That was the scene. 
Katy, realizing that something was occurring in 

the room l)eyond, broke her promise, and reached 
the detective's side in time to see this. 

She uttered a, cry. 
The sight of the knife clistracted. her. 
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"Save him, Mr. Grimes-save my Redmond." 
She would even have rushed forward oiily that 

the old detective cauglit her. 
"Be still, Katy. I will save him." 
His words calmed her. 
She appeared to have the utmost confidence that 

he would keep his word. 
He started forward. 
The mad doctor had discovered his presence, and 

was making frantic encleavors to break loose. 
O'Connor held on like a bull-dog. 
Thus he was dragged from the table. 
His feet touched the floor. 
They were now face to face, ancl the advantage 

did not appear to rest with either. 
O'Connor was the younger, and ordinarily might 

have possessed more strength, but his recent blow 
had deprived him of a portion of his powers. 

On the other hand, the old doctor was crazy. 
People who are thus afflicted, it has been noticed 

time and again, are apt to be gifted with strength 
out of all ordinary reason. 

If left to carry the fight to an  end it might be 
doubtful as to the ultimate winner. 

Each had a chance. 
The man who could hold out the longer would 

carry the day. 
I t  was just as well that O'Connor had a good and 

true friend handy, for it relieved him of all embar- 
rassing possibilities. 

Mr. Grimes' first act was to take the knife from 
the hand of the mad doctor. 

The latter, finding himself assailed in two quarters 
seemed to be seized with a frenzy. 

He tore himself loose from 0'Connor7s grasp. 
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Perhaps the latter was quite willing he should go, 
since he had been disarmed. 

The old wretch sprang back. 
His teeth were chattering not unlike those of his 

hairy pet, the chimpanzee, when Mr. Grimes thrust 
his bulls'-eye lantern in its face. 

Fit companions these two were. 
As the detective took a step toward him the doctor 

sprang back. 
Reaching the door of the closet which had once 

held the hairy monster he flew in as though with the 
idea of seeking the brute, and causing it to assist 
him against his foes. 

Mr. Grimes saw his chance. 
He was quick to improve it. 
This insane old wretch might give them more 

trouble unless prevented. 
What better chance coulcl arise than this? 
Mr. Grimes slammed the door, and locked it. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

MR. GRIMES LEADS ON. 

The mad doctor was caged. 
He had arranged the den for his pet, the chim- 

panzee, and now found how the accommodations 
were suited to the purpose. 

Mr. Grimes turned to his friends. 
"Thus far we have achieved a victory, but I am 

afraid the noise may have attracted the crowd to 
this house. We must leave it as soon as possible." 

OYConnor had sprung to Katy. 
He was holding her in his arms, endeavoring to 

hide from her sight the sheeted form upon the dis- 
secting table, desiring to spare her as much of the 
horror as was possible. 

They no longer had anything to fear from the in- 
mates of the strange house. 

The chim.panzee was deacl, and its crazy master 
under lock and key. 

Still there was danger in the air. 
The men from Peru were on the trail, and they 

had the persistence of the thugs of India. 
Nothing would daunt them. 
Mr. Grimes rapidly ran it all over in his mind. 
He knew that the burden must still fall upon his 

shoulders. 
Fortunately they were broad enough to stand it. 
They could do no better than go back over the 

grounc! lately traversed. 
Somewhere they must find the stairs leading to the 



1GO THE IitISH MONTE CRIS'l?O'S SEARCH. 

outside. It  seemed an age since they had breathed 
the pure air of heaven. 

Time passes slowly under certain circumstances. 
Again it goes with lightning speed. 
The conclernned criminal, as the hour for his ese- 

cution draws nigh, seems to see the hands of the 
clock glide around its face. 

How circumsttlilces alter cases. 
"O'Connor !" 
"Here, Mr. Grimes. " 
"We must make a break." 
"So I am thinking myself." 
Then follow me." 
Mr. Grimes left the mad cloctor's study. 
He took the door through which they had entered, 

leading to the narrow passage. 
O'Connor, with his arm around Katy, led her from 

the place, trying hard to screen its terrors from her 
eyes as they walked. 

But Katy was human. 
Moreover, she was a woman. 
She had had a glimpse of the awful sights in that 

chamber, and some terrible fascination scemed to 
make her turn her head as she passed through the 
door, shudclering even a t  the time. 

"Isn't it fearful, Reclmond, dear?" 
"Think nothing of it, darling. We'll soon be out 

of this crazy doctor's den, I'm thinking, and per- 
haps away across the sea. It's wedded in haste we 
must be, if we would sail before morning.'' 

The Irish Monte Cristo shrewdly spoke in this 
strain, knowing that no other power could cause 
Katy to forget the scenes she had just loolrecl upon. 

His maneuver was a success. 
Katy blushed unseen, and a happy feeling in hcr 



heart told that she wils ready to do as Iicr lover said, 
in spite of Felix Doyle and his schemes. 

Meanwhile Mr. Qrinies hat1 his little la,ntern a t  
worlr, and was looking earnestly for the stairs. 

They must be somewhere. 
The house was the ocltlest oue he had ever seen. 
I t  ~natchecl the crazy doctor. 
Apparently there were no means of rencliing the 

second story from below. 
Could the cloctor have some tmp, where he as-

centled ancl descencled perhr~ps with the aid of a rope 
ladder? 

This seemetl like a wild thought. 
It was not a n  improbable one. 
Anything could be looked for when dealing with a 

inacl and cuiming man. 
He might irnagine he was pursued by enemies, 

and liave made his house a fortress. 
Under such unusual circumstances it woulcl be 

necessary for thein to find a window. 
One loolcing upon the rear would answer best. 
Tlie distance to the gro~ulcl could not bc: more than 

twelve feet or so. 
A rope woulcl guarantee their arrival below, and if 

this C~UICI not be obtained, a good substitute was a 
twisted blanket or two. 

Trust Mr. Crimes for a n  ingeuio~zs way of over-
coming this clificulty. 

He had just about nlarle up his mind that this 
would have to be done when, openiiig a door, he dis-
covered the missing stailas. 

Luck seemed to be turning. 
They started to clescencl. 
When half way down Mr. Grimes paused. 
"Hark !" 
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A thunclering noise cchoed through the house. 
There coulcl be no mistaking its character. 
The mob was hammering a t  the cloor. 
Their attention had been attractecl toward the 

house by the sounds proceeding therefrom, and the 
idea seemed to have broken upon them that those 
they hunted hat1 taken refuge here. 

Mr. Grimes was iiot surprised. 
He had inore than half expected this. 
The game had not yet been 1)layecl to a finish, and 

ere this came to pass the trio might be callecl upon 
to experience more aclveatures. 

"Wa will go down." 
Mr. Grimes spoke calmly. 
If he had been about to face the mob and meet its 

fury he would not have shown any signs of excite-
ment. 

Reaching the bottom of the stairs he flashed his 
light around to get his bearings. 

He coulcl locate the door at which the men on the 
outside were hammering. 

Luckily it was a strong one. 
There was a winclow, too. 
It had iron bars running perpenclicnlal.ly. 
Glancing toward this he saw human heads outlined 

against the light from the street lamp, as though 
some of the riolws were enclcnvoring to ascertain 
what was beyond the bars and glass. 

Those on the outsiclc were growing clamorous for 
admission. 

They were in no nloocl for trifling. 
A mob moves from imp~zlse. 
There may be something a t  the head of it, but the 

ingreclients that go to make up the mass keep urging 
this front on. 
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Discretion was never Icnown to esist in such a 
combination. 

Every moment was precious, therefore, and the 
sooner they fountl some means of gaining the rear of 
the house the better. 

How was this rear to be gained? 
If the house was built in as  singular a way below 

as  above they would soon find tlleinselves in a 
labyrinth of passages, about which it would bother 
them to cliscover the proper way. 

Mr. Grimes believed this was the last t~ig.  
The difficulty once tided over they would have 

clear sailing to the cncl. 
He plunged ahearl. 
The noise grew more furious. 
A great crash sounded. 
Then came the jingling of glass, as the mob hurled 

stones through the windows. 
Some building was going on near by, and a great 

pile of bricks gave them a temptation to make use of 
the missiles. 

But for the iron bars they would have been kept 
out no longer than the time taken in breaking each 
sash of the winclow. 

A door confroutecl our pilgrims. 
As Mr. Grimes tried it he founcl it locked, and the 

key was missing. 
This was a nuisance. 
Not that the ingenious mail would be long held a t  

bay by such an obstacle. 
He had the necessary tools to acconlplish such a 

task, but a certain amount of time woulcl be wasted, 
and even seconds counted now. 

Therc was no  use of coin~;laining. 
The only way was to attack the obstacle. 



164 Ti33 IRISH MONTE CRISTO'S SEARCH. 

Before his magic touch the door speedily opened. 
Talk of the magicians of olclen days, the "open 

sesnme" of "Ali Baba or the Forty Tliieves," this 
woi~derfulInan had a power of his own which-ap- 
penred equal to anything they ever conceived. 

He could open doors, scale walls, and change him- 
self :into forty different characters, and all thro~lgh 
his own skill, without calling into play any of the 
supernatural qualities of the story writer's art. 

Through this door he led his charges. 
Every act of the old detective gave them greater 

confidence in his skill. 
They had virtually placed their lives in his keep- 

ing, ant1 feared nothing. 
He was indeed s wonclerful man who could inspire 

such conficlenc!e. 
There were no more Barriers. 
They speedily reached what proved to be the 

kitchen of the house. 
Not a soul had been seen all this while, and i.t 

looked as though just a t  preseut the crazy anatomist 
was the only one at home. 

He was well cased for, having taken the place of 
his chinlyanzee. 

Cautiously Mr. Grimes opened the outside cloor. 
I t  had been locked. 
He took the key, and was p s ~ p a r e ~ l  to fasten the 

cloor again after their departure. 
I-Tarli! 
What noise Wafs that outside? 
Had. some members of the mob already made their 

way arouncl. to the rear? 
It st:emecl incredible, and yet-- 
A low gi.owl came. 



165 THE IBiSI-I MONTE CBISTO'H SEARCH. 

This was succeeded by a jingling sound, as if from 
a chain. 

"Ah ! I see," muttered Mr. Grimes. 
In the tlarliness he hat1 clisuoverecl two yellow 

balls of glowing fire. 
There was 110 mystery about it. 
The man who made a, pet of it hideous chimpunzee 

could be espected to have some huge houncl fastened 
to his fence. 

Perhaps the brute guarded a gate whereby they 
hoped to effect their escape. 

Mr. Grimes turner1 the light of his lantern that 
WW,and saw that what he hacl suspected was i11- 
deed the truth. 

A large dog was chained to  a lrennel. 
Close by appearetl to be a gate or cloor in the wall 

surrounding the little Inear yard. 
Beyond-they clitl not lrnow what lay there, but 

this was their only chnncc. 
Mr. Grimes advanced. 
The houncl leaped the length of his chain, and 

growled terribly. 
Nothing clauntecl, the detective went within a foot 

of the brute. 
The distendecl jaws seemctl to invite n shot. 
He pulled the triggcr. 
Following the shot came a half-mnfAecl whine. 
The brute's jaws snapped shut, and he rolled over. 
One or two spasmoclic quivcrs, and the end had 

come to him. 
He was dead. 
Therc seemed nothing in the way of thcir escape, 

providtd the opening preved the bocr, which t h y  
hopecl lor. 
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It seemed that they had not escaped from the 
house a moment too soon. 

The moll hat1 forcecl an entrance. Half of them did 
not know what was the cause of the disturbance. 

They had flocked out of neighboring saloon dells 
and hiding-places, where (luring the clay they re-
mained in seclusion from the police. 

Pluilcler was their idea. They saw the chance, 
and improved it. 

The doc to^-'s house would soon be ransacked from 
garret to cellar. 

Meanwhile bold Mr. Grimes had reached the 
gate and unbarred it. 

The three, passing thmugh, found themselves in  
what appeared to be a wagon yard. 

From this they could no doitbt easily reach the 
street again. 

To their clislnay angry shouts announced that 
their whereabouts was no secret to their foes. 



CWAPTER XX. 

THE PORTAL O F  THE CHURCH. 

"We must run for it." 
The old clew-finder realized that they had reached 

the last ditch. 
No longer coulcl they hope to elude the enraged 

rioters by hiding. 
From several quarters came the sound of voices, 

raised in excitement. 
Men were dropping into the wagon yarcl by ones 

and twos. 
It was impossible to tell where they came from. 
No one cared to investigate. 
The three persons most interested were busily en- 

gaged putting as much space between them and 
their foes as possible. 

One thing Mr. Grimes hoped for. 
If the wagon yarcl was inclosed by a high fence, as 

sometimes occurred, they were lost. 
He believed this to be an open lot. 
Then they could reach the street and have a show. 
It turned out this way. 
Only one man tried to cut thern off, the others 

being too far off. 
It is doubtful whether he ever knew what hurt 

him. 
Mr. Grimes was beginning to show signs of anger 

by this time. 
The persistency with which these good-for-nothing 
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fellows hunted them was enough to make even the 
coolest man furious. 

He struck with the force of a prize-fighter, and the 
poor fool 1,ztc.r on must have hacl an idea that a 
mule hacl kicked him over. 

The street ! 
Thank Heaven it was gainecl. 
There was now no obstacle ahead, though thc dis- 

cordant elements in the rear were gathering in 
force to attack them. 

The chase was much the same as before their 
secking shelter i11 the house which had proved to be 
a gambling clen. 

One thing had been gained. 
Time. 
Barilacle could certainly have reached the police 

station long ere this. 
A squad of officers would no doubt be on the way 

to the scene of clisorder. 
Would they arrive i11 time? 
The very lives of our friends depended upon this 

thing. 
No wonder they were ansious. 
Again ICaty was experiencing the fear that had 

struck a chill to her poor heart beforc. 
The wild, fierce shouts of angry inen following 

after them rang out on the night air. 
This alone was enough to cause a dumb feeling 

of horror to come upon her. 
Then she expcriencecl a, feeling of menlmess. for 

what she had gone through was enough to weary 
even the strongest. 

The leading rioters swiftly drew closer. 
Mr. Grimes fingered his rcvo!ver. 
He knew the end was near. 
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A few shots, and if these influinecl the fury of the 
men instead of causing alarm, then their cailse -was 
hopelessly lost. 

O'Conaor had his teeth tiglltly clenchecl. 
He was I-esolvecl, like a true Irishman, to fight 

through it  all to the end. 
If the wol-st came he would give up his life in de- 

fense of his love. 
The peril that had hung over these two men 

seemed to have drawn them closer together, and 
brothers could not have felt more warmly toward 
each other. 

True, Mr. Grimes 11acl started into this business for 
a money consideration. 

Soon, however, he had come to regard the young 
Irishman with cleep regard. 

13s clevotecl struggle against these enemies, who 
woulcl have dragged him clown and torn him away 
from his beloved, had a~:o.used a feeling within the 
old cletective's breast that he selcloin allowecl full 
swing in his business. 

Mr. Grimes' line of trade was a peculiar one. 
Often he had to perform what seemed heartless 

acts, as he might be tlwown into contact with 
wretched humanity. 

He had come to read hurnan nature esceeclingly 
well, and could generally tell wliether he was being 
imposed 011 or not. 

Now his utmost sympathies were aroused in the 
interest of these two. 

He had sworn to see them united for life, no mat-
ter what diEculties stood in the way. 

These he would b:.usll aside. 
A few plotting devils more or less would not deter 

him from carrying out his plans. 
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He realizecl, howevcr, that all such danger as  
might be incllrrrtl from such men as Fclix Doyle 
was tame beside that awful peril which now men-
aced them. 

An enraged mob is an exceedingly hard thing for 
any man to manage. 

The constituent parts of it are sclclom amenable to 
the plainest reason. 

A mob is likc a mad bull, rushing forward with 
death and fury in its eyes. 

Sometimes innocent men have been basely mur- 
dered by such a crowd. 

All this because reason is wasted upon an infuri- 
ated assembly. 

Appearances control their action. 
What could be clone? 
To face these Inad demons meant cleath. 
Even the revolver would not hold them in check 

or stop their impetuous rush. 
O'Connor had long sought his beloved, and through 

the aid of the old detective she had bcca fo~ulcl a t  
last, but it looked just then as if the search was to 
end in a terrible disaster. 

Time ! 
They must gain it. 
How could it be done? 
Their adventure thus far had been of a most thrill- 

ing nature. 
Considerable time had elapsed since Mr. Grimes 

and Katy landed from the river. 
Could they enter another Ilouse? 
The detectivc cast his eyes about him. 
If ever 116 needed thc favor of fortune it was in 

this emergency. 
Katy was eshaustctl, 
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She tried to keep up a brave heart, but all that 
she had gone through had been too much for her 
nervous systen~. 

Should she sink down now, all that the two men 
could do would be to stand over Lor and shed the 
last drop of their blood in her defense. 

The corner was near. 
If fortune only favored them now they would find 

some means of shelter. 
To gain time they must be able to enter the house 

while momentarily out of sight of the mob. 
The loud cries of the searchers woultl soon guide 

the police to the spot, should Earuacle succeed in 
reaching the station a i d  giving the alarm. 

One thing was favorable. 
Mr. Grimes had worked many years among this 

very class of men. 
He knew their peculiarities well. 
Had it been a mob of excited Italians, over in 

Rome, where he was fated soon to find himself, he 
would hardly have known how to take them. 

Perhaps his missionary labors among these tough 
classes were not exactly appreciated by the ele-
ments among whom he workecl. 

It was in the interests of the law, and not hu- 
manity, that this man did his work. 

He had gainecl the hatred of evcry evil-doer in 
the metropolis, but good men bade him go on and 
strike terror to the heart of crime. 

The comer rcached at last, our little group of fugi- 
tives found themselves temporarily out of the mob's 
escitecl sight. 

I t  would be but a brief time, however, ere the bcl- 
lowing leaders must come rnshiilg around, and once 
more see their game. 
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Now or never. 
With an eagerness almost born of despair the de- 

tective glmced aromid him. 
They hacl debouchecl from the vilest quarter of the 

city, and had now reached what niigl~t bc termed 
the first stepping-stone upward. 

This strcet was a trifle more respectable. 
It  had a church in it. 
Perhaps the presence of this sacred edifice had 

something to do with its tone. 
Mr. Grimes looltecl for shelter. 
He did not consicler himself as particular, so long 

as  the time was gained. 
Here was a chance. 
The portico of the church wits clark. 
A dozen persons could secrete themselves there 

and pass unuoticecl. 
"Up this way, O'Connor." 
Monte Cristo was quick-witted. 
He saw a t  a glance what his detective friend 

meant, and grasped the situatiou. 
Cold chills hail been runniilg up ancl clown his 

back for the last few minutes. 
Not that he was afraid for himself-the inan who 

had carried off thc treasure of the Inca's from ~ m d e r  
the eyes of the men who guarded it, coulcl hardly 
know the mcaning of the word fear. 

It was 011 account of Raty he trembled. 
The Bare thought of hcr falling into the hancls of 

an infuriated mob caused him anguish. 
Ollce crouching upon the portico of the little 

church they drew their bronth in gasps, and waitcd 
for what rniqht turn up nest. 

One point had bee11 gsinccl. 
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At any rate this place woulcl give thcrn a better 
chal~ceto stand a t  bay than the street. 

Here they could not be attuclrecl in the rear, and 
would only have their front to guard. 

Hardly had they occupied their new position than 
the aclvnnce of the mob came whirling around the 
corner like houncls on the trail. Their loud sllvuts 
of eagerness and anger gave way to cries of dismay 
wile11 they found that the little party of fug i l i~es  
had disappeared. 

It seemed as though the grouncl must have opened 
up and swallowed them. 

The leaders ran on. 
They did not appear to have any particular ino- 

tive in view, but were carried forward by the zeal 
that had animated their aclvance. 

As they ran they did not look ahead, but from side 
to side, as  if unclerstanding that those they sought 
must have taken refuge somewhere. 

Former experience had taught them this. 
Perhaps others who followed would not go so far  

down the quiet street. 
It was useless to hope that all woulcl pass without 

some bright mind discovering the truth. 
Shoultl this occur a grand rush must follow. 
It woulcl be singular if the clenth-struggle sho~zlcl 

occur there upon the steps of the building from 
whose altar was weekly preached the doctrine of 
peace 011 earth. 

Eagerly they waited. 
Both men held their revolvers in thcir hancls. 
They had been hunted f;)r,and desperation now 

lent new force to their. condition. 
Men can fight doubly well when hupeless. 
More rioters passed. 
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Their shouts 11ad now dwincllecl to cries and ex- 
clamations of surprise and anger. 

They scattercd. 
Some loulwcl here ant1 others there. 
It was only a question of time. 
Discovery was a,lsolutely certain. 
Presently a squad of thrce halted. 
They were directly in front of the church, ancl in 

their conversation they pointed up to the exact spot 
where the fugitives were concealed. 

It had come. 
The two men shut their teeth harcl, ancl, as if by a 

common impulse, raised their weapons. 
Like cornered rats they would fight desperately, 

and to the last gasp. 
"Ready, O'Connor," whisperecl the detective. 
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CVNT)EKTHE IRON GRATING. 

It looked as  though the time Bad come when they 
must fire. 

Of course this meant cliscovery. 
With the first shot the whole of the mob would 

turn upon them and try to rend them. 
It sometimes seems that fate tries to see how close 

she can get to disaster without allowing the worst to 
happen. 

So it was in this case. 
Just when Mr. Grimes and O'Cjonnor had given up 

all idea of avoiding a n  encounter they were saved 
for a time at least from disaster. 

I t  was &ty who n ~ a d e  a ctiscove~y. 
"The door is open behind us." 
She whispered these words in the ear of her lover, 

and the words electrified him. 
Quickly lne repeated the words to Mr. C+rirnes. 
The old detec.tive saw a new chance arise. 
If they could repeat the system of tactics whereby 

the enemy was dela,yec17 so inuch gained. 
Should a good door be ])lacecl between them and 

their foes so much the better. 
"We will retreat into the old church.'' 
The others caught his .worcls. 
Then they began to move backward. 
I t  was by the &el-est acciclent in the world that  

Katy had made this discovery. 
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She was ieaning against what she tho~g l l t  was 
the solid wall wllen she felt it move. 

Tmning she found i t  was the door of the building, 
ai1d that it was ajar. 

She could open it. 
Then it was she turned czncl communicatecl this 

fact to the man who held her heart. 
As the three fugitives began to retreat into the 

ch~1rr.h they saw the men on the pavement moving 
forward up the steps. 

Then came hoarse shouts. 
"Here they are. This way, fellows." 
They were discoverecl. 
No need of secrecy now. 
As soon as they gainer1 the interior of the church 

Mr. Grimes put his weight on the door. 
"Look for the lock while I hold it against the 

brutes," he uttered, quickly. 
O'Connor bent forward. 
He passed his hand over that part of the door 

where he supposed the lock woulcl be. 
A moment later and a heavy bocly was precipitated 

against the door. 
Mr. Grimes llad braced himself. 
He held his position firmly. 
At the same time, having no secure brace a t  his 

feet, he coald not expect to hold out against such 
force for long. 

To his gratifiration he hearcl O'Connor give ail 
exclamation of satisfaction. 

This was followecl by the thuil of a bolt being shot; 
into its soclret. 

They were temporarily safe. 
It woulcl give them time to look arolmrl ancl see 

what sort of place they were in. 
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The cletective drew a long 1)reath. 
"That's what I call luck," he saitl. 
"Yes, it is, indeed. Thanks to my quick-witted 

Katy here, we hiivtt esc:;iprcl the wretches." 
Mr. G-rimos shook his head. 
"It's too soou to say that, sir." 
"Do you think they would rlwe to follow us here?" 
"Such men will clstre anythiug. " 
"Can they do it?" 
"This rloctr is not as strong as it 1wBs. I felt it 

shake when one man hurlrtl his weight against it. 
Should half a dozen clo so together I'm afraid it 
woultl come tlown with a crash." 

"What sha1.l we do?" 
"The church is dimly lightccl. They must have 

had som.e mielnight service lictx, or else yoncler lamp 
is one never allowetl t o  go out." 

'i We can clinlly see our way." 
"Then one of two things remains to be clone." 
"Name them. " 
"We must stay here ant1 clefend the door, or else 

seek another outlet to the eclifico." 
"Which one clo you prefer?" 
"The last." 
"~Vhy?" 
"Eecauae I have an idea the mob can force an en- 

trance though any one of the doze11 low wiaclows 
you see aro~ultl us." 

"That woulcl finish our downfall." 
"Then let us be going while we may." 
Not a word of dissent arose. 
O'Connor had been eut i~e l  conviilcetl by they 

otller's style of reasoning. 
As for  Iktiy, whatever si~ti;;fid the man she loved 

was enough for her. 
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They left the door. 
Alrca cly t11c furious men outsicle were pounding 

upon it with tremcnclous force. 
As yet thcy did nol mern to have sense enough to 

act in concert. 
They were like a, pair of balky horses, one strain- 

ing while the other hel(1 back, and then vice vcmn. 
When they learned to pull together the object they 

had in view would be spcwlily gained. 
Our friencls moved into the body of the church. 
The large 1,1111p which gave this sulduecl light 

was near the iniclcllc. 
As they drew near it the ~letective came upon a n  

opening in the solid floor. 
He saw stoiw steps. 
Where coulcl this l e d ?  
Was it a vault? 
What chance of concealinent was there here? 
The covering was a heavy iron grating. 
If this could be slipped clown without being fas- 

tcned in any way all might be well. 
Quick to act, hc coinnlunicatecl his idea to the 

others, anrl batle them tlescentl. 
The grating was held back by a, bar. 
I t  seemed heavy. 
He might require assistance, and called npon the 

Irish Monte Cristo i o  aitl him. 
The grating being moved an inch, the bar fell. 
Then it was silq)ly a question of lowering the 

grating into its place. 
When this lmcl been done they were separated 

from the enemy. 
Mr. Grimes knew wlzat inanner of place it was 

they ha:! cu tcl-ccl. 
I n  Europe inany c1iiu.ches nld monasteries have 
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vaults beneath their marble floors for the rcccption 
of the dead. 

I t  is seclom this thing is done in America. thougli 
there are &me instances where nuns are thus buried 
inside the walls behind which thry have sought se- 
clusion from the world. 

A candle was burning deep in the vault. 
I t  gave a dim light. 
Mr. Grimes stepped hastily toward it, and with 

one whiff of his breath extinguislml it. 
It was far better that they shoulcl remain in utter 

darkness than that the eager cyw o f  the ser~rchers 
should be attracted to the iron grating in the floor- 
ing of the church. 

Having returned to where the others stood, 07Con- 
nor with his arm thrown protcctingly about the 
waist of his sweetheart, the detcctivc encleavoretl to 
learn just how far the game hacl gone. 

What was the enemy up to? 
He could hear them a t  the door still. 
Evidently they llacl not been able to Break it open, 

and their efforts in that quarter had apparently 
grown more feeble. 

But voices coulcl be heard. 
Some of the men were calling to each other, and 

they seemed to be inside the c l i ~ ~ c h .  
Undoubtedly they hacl done just what the detec- 

tive had suspected-utilized the low wintlows. 
Through several of these they were now cliinbing 

into the sacred edifice. 
The search would soon begin. 
They could be heard moving around. 
Having no reverence for the building they laughed 

and swore and shouted. 
I t  was a tough crowd to invade a church. 
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One mail unba~wxl the door. 
Thus the whole mob was  a t  liberty to swarm illto 

the l~uiltling, and continuc the search. 
They looked over eve1.y foo-tof space. 
Even into corners where a mouse mould have 

found it clifficult to hide they searchecl. 
That is the .way with u~mrgaiiizecl bodies-there 

is no system i11 their niethocls. 
Of course rnore tlisn once some man trampecl 

across the iron grating. 
One fellow bent down in curiosity. 
He tried to peer below the bars, but as the candle 

burning for the c1eo.d liacl been extinguished this 
act brought no reward. 

Then he poked a cane lie held in his h a i d  be- 
tween the bars, endeavoring to make some cliscov-
ery i11 this uncouth fashion. 

Mr. Grimes 11a.tl clrawn back, and all of them kept 
perfectly silent, so of c o u ~ w  the nian of an  investi- 
gating turn of mind 1eal.uetl nuthing. 

He took hold of the grating. 
I t  was too heavy f o ~1.1iin to budge. 
0'Connor7s heart t v i ~in his tliroa,t for fear that 

the mail might ~~onceive the notion of calling to his 
cornrerlcs for assistn.nc~. 

He appearetl p1-:1+'ec:tly satisfiec:l. 
Perhtxps he Lelic!vecl the grating was cemented to 

the floor, or else rP~~l iz ing  tllat it led tlown to -vaults 
where the dead were put, ditl not desire a, more inti-
mate acquaintnnccr. in tliat direction. 

At any rate he rnovcd away. 
The thrce secreted fugitives hrcathcil easier. 
They h e a d  tlic furious senrcli lmmwcl. 
Uncloubteclly dizinage ~voulil be dona the interior 
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of the church, for such unruly men could not help 
doing the work of v:~n(lals. 

Would they go furthcr? 
In their mad fury. they might set fire to some of the 

woodwork or curtains a~wuucl the :dtar, and as there 
was inflammable inaterial near a t  hand, it would ba 
but a brief time ere a hot fire raged in the edifice. 

Although even this might 11ot mean clestruction to 
those in the vault below, i t  would be decidedly un-
comfortable, to say the least. 

The hot air might come in. through the open space 
between the bars, and suffocate thein. 

It is strange how thoughts will fly through the 
brain when escitement reigns. 

One can thiiilr of volu~nes in a short space of 
time, and vividly picture events as they sweep 
through his brain. 

The hue and cry still continuecl. 
It was uncertain whn,t tho infuriatecl fiends would 

do before they stopped. 
Suclclenly one of them uttered a, cry. 
It seemed as  though he had discovered a passage- 

way leacling clown to a door in the rear. 
This was evidently the means taken by those who 

officiated a t  the altar to enter. 
It was immetlia.tely taken for grtzated th:~t the 

fugitives had. po.ssetl out this way. 
The shouts of those near the spot signnlcd to the 

rest that the game was started again. 
A rush took place. 
Helter-slrelter they left the edifice. 
I11t l~ree  minutes a deathly silence reigned within 

t l i o~ !  walls. 
They were sri;fe. 
Their first thought was of thanlrsgiviug, for the 
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danger had been so serious and imminent that they 
hardly lrnew how to express their joy. 

Fainter grew the shouts without. 
It was as though the crowd was scattering in its 

search for the lost fugitives. 
O'Connor grasped Mr. Grimes' hand. 
"It's a long lane that has no turning, sir. I trust 

we are safe now." 
"We have a chance at any rate. 
"Ten minutes have gone by since they flecl. Let ua 

get out of here. I do not like the musty odor that 
rises around us. It  is as though we were in the cata- 
combs under old Rome." 

"Give me a hand here. " 

The two men strained, but the iron grating did not 
move a hair's breatlth. 

"It is as I feared." said Mr. Grimes, moodily, 
"there is some sort of spring lock, and we are fas- 
tened in the vault." 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

ONE MORE BREAK FOR LIBERTY. 

It was not a pleasant thought. 
They had escaped the insane fury of the mob, in- 

cited to violence by the men from the Triad, but i t  
was only to face a new difficulty, and find them- 
selves prisoners. 

Mr. Grimes quickly recovered himself. 
He never gave up. 
If one plan failed he was just as  ready to seize 

upon another. 
The means matterecl little to him in a business 

light as long as he reached the end. 
First of all he struck a match. 
The light from the lamp high up in the bocly of 

the church dicl not penetrate below the grating, so 
that inky darkness reigned there. 

When the match wars burning the detective walked 
back and applied it to the candle. 

Thus they had means of illumin. Jt'1011. 
What would Mr. Grimes do next? 
O'Connor llacl become accustomed to waiting for 

his companion to act, ancl he now stood watching 
the keen-witted detective. 

How could the grating be made to open? 
Hacl Mr.. Grimes been on the other side he would 

have experienced little difficulty in accomplishing 
such a result. 

Situated 3 s  he was he ~ n n l dnot make use of skele-
ton keys or pick locks. 



He  scenleil to be exmniiiing the bars. 
Did lie conte1nl)late using some sort of acid to eat  

away their rusty strength? 
O'C'o~znor.was in susjwnse. 
He  felt the yoimg girl shutlder. 
"Courage, darling," Ile whisl)e~.ecl, "we'll soon he 

out of this hentl~enisll hole, and thea 'twill be a 
short time before the parson '11 be making us oae. 
'Watch Mr. O~.iines. I have faith to believe he call 
save us again. '' 

The old detocti.ve had apparently changed his 
mincl, for instead of making an  attempt upon the 
sturdy baa-s he hail coc1;ecl llia head on one side and 
appeared to listen. 

Acting 011. the hint, implied, O'Connor did the 
same, and with good results. 

Voices reached his ears. 
Some one was i11 the building-two persons to be 

sure, since they coilvcrsctl. 
O'Connor's heal% sank again. 
He saw only olle esplnnn.tion. 
Some of their enemies had returned. 
Perhaps they were not satisfied with the search 

made here, and n~ean t  to go f~ l r t l~e r .  
I t  might even I)(? the fellow who had pried about 

the grating, returning to investigate that  matter a 
little inore closely. 

Tliese were thoughts that  gave O'Connor any-
thing but pleasant sensations. 

"This time they return to hunt us down. W e  
must sell our lives dearly-it is the best we call do 
under the circums.tauces, " he said. 

"I think you  are mistn1ce1.1, sir. " 
6 4  IIIwhat way?" 
"These Inen are not our enemies." 
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"Who then?" 
"The priests who live nest the church. Now that 

the mob has gone, they como to see what danlage 
has been clone thvir cli ~~rc l i .  " 

O'Counor began to holbr:. 
"They will let us out of here.'' 
"We'll muke a big eff urt to induce them." 
The voices approached. 
Then, as the speakers were about to turn up an 

aisle near by Mr. CI;rinles hnilccl. 
He had put hib inouth near the bars. 
"Father McDerinott !" 
"Who calls?" said s voice, quickly. 
"Come this way. " 
The priests advnncetl. 
They even stood upon the grating. 
"Where are you?" 
"Under yoor feet, fnthor. " 
With exclanlatioils o f  hurprise the two men of holy 

orders startod back. 
Bending clown they saw human beings below. 
"Ah ! you are a part of the rabble that ha,s wrecked 

.our beautiful church. A trap has held you. We 
shall Ict the law clcal with you. For d l  tke clamage 
that has been clone we shall hold you strictly to ac- 
cou11t." 

"Father, you mistake.. I t  was us whom the rab- 
ble hunted for our lives." 

"Ah ! say you so?" 
"We took refuge in the c h ~ ~ r c h ,  believing they 

would not dare profane this edifice with their pres-
ence, but they clim1)ccl in through the winclows. 
You must know me, Father MeDermott-once I clicl 
you a ~ervice-I am O h l  Grimes." 

"The detective officer?" 
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"The same. This gentleman is a worthy com- 
patriot of yours, Retlmoncl O'Coanor, esiletl from 
his native country because he clarerl lift his hand 
against the hated English. " 

"Under other cil-cumstances I shoulcl be clelighted 
to meet Mr. O'Connor, but just now I feel as though 
you are to be held responsible for the injury done to 
our church. " 

"I am willing to pay every ceut of it, father. 
Money means nothing to me, since 'I. have unlimited 
millions. See, here I rnalie a puyincnt in advance, 
all I have about me-a thousancl or two in bills. 
.Now let us out of this vault, ancl hear our story after- 
ward." 

One of the priests took the bills. 
They consulted for a few minutes. 
Then one bent down. 
"Wait, and I will unlock the grating. You are a 

good and geaerous man, Mr. O'Connor. We feel 
that the church will lose nothing a t  your hanrls." 

After fumbling about for a time there was a sharp 
click heard. 

"Now raise up on the grating." 
The two men below started it, when the stouter of 

the two priests took hold ancl swung the heavy 
grating back 

With feelings of sincere than1:fulness our friends 
emerged fTom the place. 

Although they had been in the place but a short 
time it secmed ages. 

All was quiet outside. 
The enemy had apparently disbandccl. 
When the object of their hunt vanished from 

view no doubt the mob had clisir~tegrated for lack of 
an object to hold its parts together. 



187 TfIE IRISH MONTE CBIST0'S SEARCH. 

The two priests were curious to unclerstand what 
all this meailt. 

Mr. Grimes felt in duty bouncl to explain. 
So he told of the ahtluction of Icaty, her rescue 

from the enemy's yacht, and what had happened 
since then. 

I t  was a startling story. 
The priests were men of peace, but they could ap- 

preciate manly bravery. 
When the outlines of the story hacl been modestly 

told by the detective they grasped the hands of the 
two men warmly. 

"We can feel now that we are  cloing right. You 
have acted bravely, sirs, and we trust the future 
will be bright for this young couple." 

"Thanlcs, father. " 
"You would escape from thcse ruffians-then come 

to the house and remain with us until morning." 
"That would be kind of yon, father." 
"Then you accept?" 
"We cannot. This gentleman has arranged for 

passage on a steamer leaving New York on the early 
morning tide. " 

"Ah ! what will you do?" 
"We must reach the Fifth Avenue Hotel as soon 

as it can be safely done." 
"Some of the rioters may still hover around." 
"I do not think so, but we must take our chances. 
"By this time our inan Barnacle must have 

brought the police, and the danger would be short- 
lived if it came s t  all." 

Mr. Grimes had made up his mind. 
Indeed, there was no other way. 
Once on the steamer they might count on throw-

ing their enemies off tho trail, and having a period 
of rest and recuperation. 
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Of course to ha re  remained with the two priests 
until morning woultl g u m u ~ t e e  them safety, but a t  
the same time it woultl ruin id1 the plans that llad 
been so cnref ully laitl. 

Neither of t l ~ c  men woultl hertr of it. 
Tliey spent a few minutes talking. 
Mr. GI-ilues was laying out his route. 
He chose n strect which he believed might be 

overloolxd by the crowil. 
"Let us go, Mr. C)'Counor," he saicl. 
The Irish Monte Cristo cast a glance of mingled 

love a,ud apprehension ul)oii Ih ty .  
He feared for her. 
"I am entirely recovered from t h t  run, clear Red- 

mond, a i d  equal to another if necessary. You will 
find me more fleet of foot than before." 

She spoke in a reasswing tone. 
Reclmoiid knew it was only to quiet his apprehen- 

sions she ~polie,  uncl that even then her lieart was 
beating faster t h m  its wont. 

"I am ready, Mr. Crimes. " 
They shook hands with the two priests, who 

showed thorn down the back stairs to a door that led 
to the narrow street. 

Lookiilg up and clown they saw no signs of their 
late enemies-the coast seemed clear. 

"We may be lucky this time," saicl the leader, as 
tlley stole n lwg quietly. 

Mr. Grimes was mistaken. 
Tliey had not yet see11 the last of the mob. 
A clock st,ruck in a neigl~boring steeple. 
As its echow died away there arose a shout-it 

was followed by othc-!rs just in their rear, and a 
band of rioters dashed out of a side street after them. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

O U T W I T T E D  A T  L A S T  

What  could be keeping Enrnacle? 
Plenty of time llnd elapsed to allow him to reach 

the  station uncl return. 
Could he have lost Ilimself? 
Impossible. 
The wntermam llacl heen 1)rought up in this neigh- 

borhood, and knew eve1.y foot of it. 
Ano tller thing might lx~vt: bapl~enetl. 
There was a, possibility tlinl; there was not enough 

men a t  the station to quell a, riot, and the cttl)tai:l ill 
charge had waited or else sent to some other statioll 
for help. 

Whatever the muse, our fricnds suffered a s  the in- 
evitable result. 

Here, nftcr d l  they hail pnsscd through, it seelned 
a s  though they were once more nt t l x  beginning of 
the  affair. 

The two men had so arranged their forces that  
one was on either side of B.aty. 

I11 this way, should she tire, they would be able to 
give her assistnnce. 

O'Connor had anot,hcrci1rjw.t. 
He  did not ];now 1,uL what some of the rioters 

might take i t  upon tlmrlselvcs to  fire at, the flying 
fugitives. 

This womld mnkc it da~qqerous. 
To l nve  leaden ].mil ra,ttling about their ears was 

something far  fronl plealjnu t. 



Thinking then of such a possibility, it was the in- 
tention of the brave O'Connor. slloi~lcl such an event 
occur, to interpose his own body between Katy and 
danger. 

This was just like the man. 
He had always provecl himself to be the most 

generous and devoted of men. 
A comrade would never lack for nursing. no rrLat-

ter what terri1)le disease hacl come upon him, so 
long as Reciinond O'Connor was near a t  hand, and 
able to aid. 

The villains. who were urged on by the money of 
those from the yacht, surged along and began to 
gain. 

Mr. Grimes hacl drawn a revolver. 
O'Connor glanced a t  llis face. 
It was sternly set. 
His eyes had a most peculiar look. 
The hunted Mvnte Cristo thought that just then 

the old detective was a bad inan to meet. 
He hacl clancecl attenclance to the whims of these 

cowardly loafers for some time now. 
The last straw hacl been laid on the camel's back. 
I t  would bear no more. 
Still their enemies gained. 
Perhaps a shot might teach them that tile fugi- 

ives were despel-ate. 
Turning quickly the old detective let fly. 
He believed he saw one of the rascals disappear- 

ing, as if he had fallen. 
The rest kept on. 
Their shouts were recloublecl. 
Evitlently this sort of punishmsnt only made them 

the more tlesirous of accomplisl~ing the end they 
had in view. 
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Woe to the three whorri they chased if once tliey 
laic1 hands upon them. 

Such demons would not hesitate to tear them limb 
from limb. 

A square had been passed over. 
Was there no hope al~ead? 
Down the side street could be seen a body of men 

running to ward them. 
The police ! 
Stay ! they passed under a street lamp. 
This betrayed the fact that they were not the 

blue-coated officers, but a band of the rioters, ad-
vancing this way, no doubt in the hope of cutting off 
the fugitives. 

Instead of relief the situation became clarlrer. 
What were they to do? 
It  seemed just like suicide to turn a t  bay, opposed 

as they were by such foes. 
There was little hope of anything else, ancl as a 

fact they might be compelled to make a, virtue of 
necessity in doing this. 

They ran well. 
Alone either one of the men could have out- 

witted the wretches who came bungling along some 
sixty feet or so in their rear. 

Katy detained them. 
Naturally she was fleet-footed as a deer. 
As one of the men had hold of each arm she could 

not raise her skirts when running, and as a conse- 
quence tliey proved a detriment to speed. 

Again Mr. Grinles fired. 
This time one of the loudest tongued bullies fell 

back and began limping away. 
He bellowed with pain as might a bull. 
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Even tllis ~:econcl l(!sson failed to make any cle- 
citlctl iinprcssion on tht! parsuers. 

They w t x  iiitleeil a tougll lot. 
Some nlun clo uot see111 to know when they are 

getting more thit~l th c\ir illorley calls for, and these 
fellows werac of this cla,ss. 

They had alreail y l~eun paid. 
When the intolrclecl l r ey  gave thein the slip they 

might have resttd, conscious that .they had earilecl 
the good pay oRc!~wl iucl raccivccl. 

Not so. 
Their fighting blootl was up. 
They would iiot be satisfied now until they had 

made every possible-! sfYort, for they little dreamed 
of' the surprise HWII to be opened on them. 

It was like the advnnc:t! o f  a conficlcnt army up to 
the mouth of a ~ ~ ~ . ~ l i e c l  battery. 

Mr. Grimes looked aheacl. . 
No hope of suc.cqor. 
Eoth men wwe ~ ~ a n t i u gnow. 
The nenrest of their p~u-suers were not more tha11 

thirty feet away. 
Another street; intersc!ctccl tile one t l~ey  were on. 
Hem arose a slight chance. 
"We will turn the corner alieutl, and then stand 

a t  bay," ga,spcd Mr. Grimes, between his teeth. 
"So be it." 
Another spurt, and the was 1ww.hec1. 
As they turned it the detec,tivc gave vent to an  es- 

clamation of alarm. 
Seven or eight mcn a.ppcwec1 to be crouching 

there-had they l'allc?n into a trap ? 
Jnst then soinetlling on the breast of the leacling 

man glittered. 
I t  was n badge. 
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Thank Heaven ! thesc were the officers, who had 
arrived just in time. 

Barnacle was with t1lc.m. 
"Forward !" came s lout1 order, 
The officers hp~~ang up to a man. 
"Cut them down without mercy." 
Uttering a cheer the policemen obeyecl. 
Rushing arou~~cl the corner they opcned fire on the 

rioters. 
Their iiuinber was few, but they were armed with 

the insignia of power-the law. 
As a general thing a mob is the most cowardly 

collection of inell on earth. 
Its only power lies in force of n~unbers. 
These wretches quickly scattered before the ad- 

vancing blue coats. 
They fled to the deux from which they bacl so re- 

cently issued, bold and malicious. 
Our friends did not wait to see how the little affair 

ended. 
They made hap while the suil shone. 
Barnacle joined them. 
The whole party then hurried to the nearest sta- 

tion of the elevated road. 
Half an hour later they arrivecl at the Fifth 

Avenue Hotel. 
Barnacle was sent away, a Bappy man, for he re- 

ceived the hundretl dollars promised him. 
It was by long odds thc luckiest night of his whole 

existence. 
I t  was half-past ten. 
Mr. Grimes ran across Tom Gratton, one of the 

first persons he met. 
Toin heard the ouiliims of the story in five min-

utes. 
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When ten had passed he  was off to get a parson to 
tie the knot. 

The old detective saw light alieacl. 
He was cleter~nilwtl tha t  nothing should prevent 

the cnmying out of their plans. 
When the steamer sailed for the Mediterranean all 

of thein would be on board, and i t  would be nlan-
aged so well that  their enemies might not know of it. 

Perhaps the th ags would follow. 
On the other side the trail would be lost. 
Trust the cunning old detective for that. 
Although O'Connor aild Katy wcrc in the parlor 

waiting fur the  parson all might not be well. 
There was Felix Doyle. 
Mr. Grimcs had caught sight of his face in the  

halls of the hotel. 
W h y  was he s ~ ~ e a k i n g  around? 
Did he  have some plan in his head whereby he  yet 

hoped to secure Icnty? 
The man's pertinacity was his best trait. 
He  really had an affection for the girl, nlthough it 

did not rrlalre llim a better man. 
Mr. Grimes set to watching him on Ihe sly. 
Thcre were many men in the  hotel corridors. 
The house WEIS full. 
Some political cvent was transpiring, ancl all the  

politicians of the city seemed on hand. 
I t  was not long before the cletectivo discovered 

another familiar face. 
This was one of the thugs. 
He  gliiled in and out of the crowd. 
Mr Cirimes watclled him closely. 
At last the Peruvinii don and Felix Doyle came to-

gether t l~rough some acciclent. 
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To ihe surprise of the detective the Irish plotter 
drew the thug aside. 

Then they knew encli other. 
Doyle must have hncl a hanil in conveying Raty to 

the steam-yacht. 
Things begun to clear up. 
Mr. Grimes ll td foulirl tlie hole in the grindstone, 

and it was easy to look through. 
What were they plotting now? 
The game had grown gradually to the point when 

one bold stroke nmit win or lose. 
He saw his chance, and crawling behind the two 

men managed to read1 cz point whe1.e he could 
catch their convcrsatiuu. 

Just as  he  had suspcc tocl, thcy were plotting how 
the gisl might LC sc-curer1 ;~g;~ill. 

The Irish scllemcr seemecl ingmjous with his de- 
signs, aacl when he nlentioncd how the couple might 
be waylaicl when on the way to thc steamer-for 
they seemed to believe our fricnt-ls were booked for 
Liverpool on a Cunaxcler, Mr. Grimes having 
planmcl to let it get around that way-the listener 
could not but admire the plot. 

At the s a v e  time he incant to Laffle it. 
He waited in his concealment until the two had 

passed away. 
Then he set to work. 
His methocl was ingenious. 
He pickccl out a c1~aml)ermaicl who showed signs 

of having courage. 
To her he conficletl as much of the scheme a s  was 

necessary. 
Tom Qratton founcl a man who woulcl answer for 

O'Conaor in the night. 
Mr. Grimes the11 showed his power. 
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Before the parson Tom had engaged put in an ap-
pearance this couple, dressed to imitate the bride and 
groom were in an adjoining room. 

A heavy fee a ~ dnatwal love for excitement 
caused them both to anticipate pleasure. 

All was not yet arranged. 
Tom slipped out and engaged a second hackman, 

this time a t  the side of the marble hotel. 
The dominie came. 
In the room a few gentlemen were gathered, the 

head clerk lending dignity to the occasion. 
It was known that the Irish Monte Cristo was the 

possessor of millions, and the interest in him was 
naturally great. 

The ceremony began. 
By special request Mr. Grimes gave the bride 

away, and he did so with pleasure. 
Never had he seen a lovelier bride or a more 

manly looking groom. 
It was finished. 
There had been no interruption. 
This was one reason why the shrewd old detective 

had made the ceremony so public. 
The enerny ditl not dare intrucle. 
They had arranged their plan so that what they 

desired would be accon~plished a t  any rate, though 
in another way. 

When the ceremony was over those present con-
gratulated the couple. 

Their story was one of great romance, and it en- 
listed the sympathy of all hearts. 

So far as the outsiders knew the troubles of both 
werc now ended. 

They had reached the haven of rest. 
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The Irish Monte Cristo was in a position to pro- 
tect his love. 

For about half an  hour they chatted and talked. 
Then Mr. Grimes looked a t  his watch. 
"Time's up. We must be off." 
A little excitement ensued. 
Good-byes were said. 
The couple retired into an  adjoining room a few 

minutes to finish packing a valise. 
Presently the cry was raised : 
"There they go down the hall. They've stolen a 

march on us." 
A rush was made after the couple. 
O'Connor wore a slouch hat pulled down over his 

eyes. 
His bride had on a gray vail. 
Through the offices, and out to the front, the couple 

went followed by a dozen persons. 
Once in the hack the bride waved her clelicately 

gloved hand out of the window, and blew kisses 
back to her friends and well wishers. 

Some enterprising friends threw handfuls of rice 
after them, and an  old shoe flung by a charnber-
maid landed on top of the vehicle. 

They were gone. 
The plan had been a great success. 
In three minutes Mr. Grimes was with the genu- 

ine O'Connor and his bride. 
With faithful Tom Gratton they awaited him. 
"We must leave here in five minutes." 'a 

"All ready now," said O'Connor. 
"First explain this mystery." 
Katy was bewildered. 
She had not been taken into their confidence yet. 
So Mr. Grimes told how in a dark street the hack 



would be stopped, the driver having been bribed, 
and the bride carried off. 

If O'Connor made i ~ n y  o1,jection he was to be 
knocketl senseless, not ldlctl, for the thugs con-
sidered his life prccivu:; as  long as  he held their 
treasure. 

''And this couple who persnnated us?" 
"They are Bessie, the chambermsitl, and her Bus- 

band, John Flynn. I found h e  would do to make up 
as O'Conaor, while she was eager for the aclven- 
ture. Reclmol~cl paid tlieir cabin passage to and 
from Queenstown, a d  gave tllcnl five hunclrecl clol- 
lars besides. They will have a trerneiiclous time of 
it." 

"But they will stop the carriage-" 
"And find, plain John Flynn a i d  his wife in it, for 

they ha,ve ere this removed all disguise. Depend 
upon it, they will not be hurt. And when the 
woulcl-be kiclnappers come rushing back to look for 
us we will be gone. " 

"I comprehend now. Oh, Mr. Grimes, how much 
we owe you. But for your help how unsafe we 
should have been." 

"Don't mention it. Your husband here has taken 
me into his service, and clone the liaaclsome thing by 
me. I am ready to clo still more for you, but now 
the time has come for us to be off." 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

"ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL." 

They lost no time. 
O'Connor had donned a disguise so that no one 

might possibly recognize him. 
Katy was vailed. 
While the pair went out the sideway the detective 

and Tom Gratton p roceeh l  to leave the hotel by 
the main entrance. 

Passing around they found the couple already in 
the vehicle. 

Soon they were away for the steanler that was to 
take them to the Mediterranean direct. 

Mr. Grimes and Qrattoa had ordered evcrything 
sent down that they would need and money could 
buy. 

Katy regrettetl having Iiad no time to purchase an  
outfit or trousseau, but Mr. Grimes gave it as  his 
opinion that she would enjoy this all the more 
on the other side. 

The woilders of Paris would be a pleasure to any 
feminine mind, especia.11~ when a n  unlimited bank 
account stood hack of it. 

No accident happenerl to them. 
The steamer was reached. 
Woultl she sail on time? 
The captain believed so. 
Already the fog was liftinq, and with the turn of 

the tide they might be able to movc off down the 
harbor. 
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Mr. Grimes remnillecl on deck. 
He a i d  Tom Gratton stationed tllenlselves where 

they coulcl see. 
If any of the thugs or Felix Doyle came aboard 

they meant to kilow it. 
There was plenty of light at  the Anchor Line pier. 
Freight handlers sang ant1 chaffed each other as 

they contiiloerl to load the steamer up to the very 
time of their departure. 

It was a lively scene, and the two watchers did 
not feel at  all sleepy. 

Besides, they coulcl make z q ~for any lack of rest 
when out upon the deep blue sea. 

All was well. 
They saw no signs of the enemy. 
One thing Mr. Grimes had fcnred. 
This was that the Been-witted pursuers of the Irish 

Monte Cristo, finding bow they had been duped, 
would send a portioil of their force to the Culiard 
steamer, and lealming that a boat of the Anchor 
Line would sail on the same tide, come back to her 
dock with a deputation to see if the fugtives were 
aboard. 

Under the circumstances he was greatly relieved 
when the bell rang all ashore, and the black hulled 
steamer began to move from her berth. 

Tugs snorted and puffed, whistling signals to each 
other. 

I t  was almost too late now for any one to come 
aboard. 

A carriage drove up, and two inen alighted. 
They ~nnrle a run for it, anti took n flying leap. 
Mr. Grinws saw one sprawl near him. 
He caught the rrthcr just, ia time, else l h e  daring 

voyager would have gone down into the water. 
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At first he had thought these must be the enemy, 
but a second look changed his views. 

They were only some ordinary passengers. 
Probably there is never a train pulls out of the de- 

pot or a ship leave her dock but what some belated 
individual who has not been wise enough to take 
time by the forelock creates something of a sensa-
tion in his last rush. 

When the vessel had cleared her clock, and was 
feeling her way into the upper bay, Mr. Grimes and 
Gratton went to their state-room. 

They slept for some hours. 
When they awoke the sun was up. 
The fog was just lifting. 
They had been moving all the while, but slowly, 

for fear of collisions. 
New York harbor is not the safest place in the 

world for a steamer to move about under a full head 
of steam during one of the occasional heavy fogs. 

Accidents have frequently happened, and the wise 
commander feels his way beyond Sandy Hook, when 
he has the whole ocean before him. 

When our two friends came on deck a number of 
passengers were there enjoying the beautiful scene 
in the early morning. 

They would soon be scarce enough. 
The heaving ocean would keep them below. 
There were not many passengers on board, and 

our friends. beiiq old travelers, able to stand the or- 
dinary rolling of a vessel, would doubtless have it 
pretty much their own way. 

Mr. Grimes had bor~owed the glass from the cap- 
taio, and was looking his last upon the beautiful 
borders of the bay. 
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It would be some time ere he set eyes on the well 
remembered scene again. 

He hacl turned what business he had on hancl over 
to a great friend, ant1 there was nothing to bother 
him on this bright morning. 

Presently he turnetl his glass upon a. large steamer 
that was about half a mile astern, sncl somewhat on 
their starboard quarter. 

Her ensign and smoke-stack announced the Cu-
narder. 

Suddenly Mr. Grimes puclrered up his lips in that 
old peculiar way of his, though no whistle escaped 
them. 

"What's up?'' 
O'Connor said this, having reached the side of the 

old detective just in time to witness the expression 
of surprise and disgust on his face. 

"Ah! is that you, Mr. O'Conuor? 
"They say it is the unespectecl that always hap- 

pens. Take a look tlirougl~ the glass a t  the Servia. 
"There is a cluster of people near her bow." 
The Irish Monte Cristo did so. 
He too expressed surprise. 
"Bless my soul, there's the whole gaag, thugs and 

Felix Doyle-six in all, just one lacking. " 
"Exactly. That fellow hasn't got back from Pall 

River or Boston yet." 
"But what does it mean? I thought-" 
"There must 11a;ve been n blunder-they missed 

the carriage after all. I>,elic!vil~gyou and your sweet 
wife hacl reached the Snrvjn, a t  tho  last moment the 
whole of them bo~mletl hcr. 

No dollbt they lwliere pnn me on boc?,l~lstill. 
They may discover their inistalie, or it is possible 
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the other side may be reached before it  becomes 
known." 

"Ah, that is good." 
"Not so good as it might be." 
"You are worried a little." 
"Yes. You see there is a chance that when we 

land we may find that ugly gang awaiting us. The 
Servia is bound for Liverpool, but being faster than 
this boat will reach there some days before we draw 
near our destination," 

"TAKE A LOOK THROUGFT THE GLASS AT THE SERVIA." 

"Yes, I see." 
"That gives them a, clmnce to take passage for 

1,ondon by rail, and tlwn across to  the continent." 
O'Conaor's brow darkenetl. 
He had lloperl the troi11)losw c ~ eall in the past. 
"What shall we do, Mr. Grimes?" 
"Have faith in me. I have I~roiight you through 
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safely so far, and I can baffle those indefatigable 
' hunters yet. 

"We will quit the steamer a t  some port in France, 
and bury ourselves on the Continent under assume2 
names. They will grow tired of hunting, and finally 
go back whence they came." 

"You quite encourage me, sir." 
"Have no fears. Obed Grimes has outwitted 

keener men than they. One thing let me warn you 
against, sir. 

"Do not let Raty dream that there is a cloud upon 
the sky." 

"I will not. Her honey-moon shall be the bright- 
est a young wife ever spent." 

"Let us keep out of sight. Thoye fellows might get 
hold of a glass and recognize us even as we did 
them," 

So while the Servia was in sight all morning our 
friends took care not to expose themselves. 

The Cunarder gradually forged ahead and took 
another course. 

By noon all clanger of detection was over. 
O'Connos dismissed all fears from his mind, feel- 

ing that Mr. Grimes was equal to the task of baffling 
any move made by his foes. 

So the brave Irish Monte Chisto sailed for the Old 
World, taking a, blushing bride with him. 

He had left Europe some years before a political 
fugitive, and now he returned many times a mil-
lionaire. 

His life had been one of adventure, and probably 
the future held much of excitement for him and his. 
I t  may not he a great while before we see more of 
keel1 Mr. Grimes and the bravo Irish Monte Cristo. 

(TIIE END.) 
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